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To the Truly Worthy 


Sir THOMAS COORKE Ke. 
Alderman, and Sheriff of the Moſt Fa- 
mous City of L OND ON. 


SIR, 


Hough a Stranger to your Perſon, *tis 
impoſſible to be ſo to your Virtues; for 
General Fame (that 1s fo often call'd a 
Lyar, and ſeldom takes pains to Bla- 

zon Good Deeds, but on the contrary 1s moſt in- 

duſtrious to expoſe the Bad) has taken an unuſual 

-and peculiar Carc to Juſtify your Reputation ; 

And the united conſent of all Mankind concur, 

that in your Character ſhe has ſpoke Truth, and 

what 1s as commendable, no more than the Truth. 
Your Generous Charity in many conſiderable 

Extrenutics, has fufhcicntly demonſtrated, not on- 

ly the Ancient Spirit of an Engliſh Man, but the 

more glorious Principle of a Chriſtian. Charity 
the cldeſ(t Favourite of God, the fart in Honour, 
and the laſt in Love, ſeems to be declared the 

Heir of all your Fortuncs : Ir 1s your Private Plea- 

ſure, your Secret Ambition, the Care of your En- 

'deavours, and I cannot help faying, the Bleſling | 

that attends 'cm, Hh 


A 2 Es - 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
 Yeur Noble Commaiſeration on the Deplorable 
Condition of many a wretched Soul in the Hard 
Froſt muſt bez remcmbred , when Corn and 
Coals were aboye their reach, and, indeed, fo dear, 
that it would have been counted Impudence, 1n the 
grcatctt neccfiny, to have begg'd 'em ; You, like 
2 ſecond Joſeph, m the Famune, rehev'd their wants, 
and gave wm Firc to warm the Hearts you fed. 

(cur moſt Commendable Bounty to the diſtret- 
{.d Þih Proteſtants muſt be remembred, for you 
were their greatctt Benctactor, and the Firſt. Such 
Publick Bencyolence ought not to be concea['d, 
tho” *tis your dere; for you would be as well 
rlcas'd to have 1t not known, as you arc ſatisfied 
when yeu beſtow it : Bur I fay again, it ought to 
be Publiſh'd out of the hopes that che knowledge 
(f ſuch Gocdneſs may rouze the {ieeping hoſpita- 
}:r- cf cur Land, that it may take place of Board 
\2gcs, which has ſcandalouſly ſhut up thofe 
Deors our Grardtathers atways kept open for the 
Poor. 

[t is not to be expected that wy Pcn ſhould (ct 
torth your Praiſe as the merit of 1t deſerves, but as. 
the famous Sir Godfrey Kneler, m a Choice Picture 
will ftrike the Eyc of che Beholder. (tho' a Stranger 
r0 the Original)and tell im, ſome where or other he 


has keen that Face, tho” he cannot unmedaately- rc- 


colle& the Perſon : fo I will cndeavour by the 
bold touches of Truth, to Ice the World. know 
they have heard of the Man, tho? they cannot ar 
the inftant apply the Character to his Name. . 


SQ» 


| The Epiſtle: Deaicatory. 
So Famous a Citizen has not in many Ages fill'd 
the Walls of London ; your Gencrofity is the Ho- 
nour of it, your Conduct and Afﬀability the Cre- 
dirof- it; And you are one of the chicteſt Mem- 
bers in the ſupport of its Trade. 
'Tis probable that the World may adnure at a 
Dedication of this Nature to Sir 7homas Cooke, 

' ſince the Cuſtom of Poets: has been to Addreſs 
their Plays to the Nobility, either by the way of 
Thanks, for Patromzing theu Works betore they 
were made publick; or cl{c na Pancgyrick on their 
Famulics : But Idzclare, neither of theſe are the oc- 
calion of this Epiſtle ; but that it proceeds from a 
rcal reſpect I have to your great Character, and a 
deſire of being tae firſt that ſhould Publiſh ir to 

the World. 

The Romans whoſe Courage and Country once 
excell'd all othcrs, were cyer proudeſt of their Ct- 
tizens, and not without good Reaſon ; for indeed 
they arc the ſupport of all Governments: And as 
they are the firſt to be Trycd, fo thcy are the long- 
it to be Efteem'd, the moſt to be Encouraged, 
and the faſt to be Injured. Anthony reckon'd he had 
as 200d as Conquer'd Brurrs, when: his Oration 
had overthrown his Intereſt with the Citizens. 
That ours may always. Flourih, and. neyer want 
fuch Virtucs as yours to advance their Proſperity, 
thall be the conſtant and. fervant with, | 
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PROLOGUE. 
N this grave Age, improv 'd by States-mens Art, 
Who &er can think Jor 'll like a Miſſes Part > 
Time was, when Roſamond mizht ſhine at Court ; 
Theſe are no d:ys for Ladies of that ſort. 


How ſtrangely Time does Human Things decay ! 


Four Cent'ries paſt, as ancient Writers ſay, 

She that we Pre bore mighty ſway : 

Her Beauty wondred at, her Fit extoll'd, 

Her yellow Locks were call'd too Threads of Gold. 
But now ſhould that Complexion uſe the Trade, 


| Each puny Fop the Town has newly made, 


World cry, Confound the Carrot-pared Jade. 
M ſi s in times of War and Jeopardy, 

Like -Armourers in days of Peace muſt be ; 

Tis Swords and Helmets ruſt, and ſo will She. 
What ſort of Criticks then muſt T endear 

To favour this abhndon'd Charadtey 2 

The French fatizue too much, to mind Amour ; 
7h'Italian's Bizotted ; The Spaniard Poor; © 
7he Clumſic Lover, with his Northern Senſe, 


Would have the Yo-Frows, but weald ſpare the Pence - 


Rav nouns of Beanty ; - But when Purſ- ſhould open, 
Myn Heer is either deaf, or Drunk=-aſlopen. 
Thus all or Europe, as the Scenes are laid, 

- ar aid Religion have quite ſpoil'd Love's Truds. 
Since then from Con;ts her Part must hope no pity, 
rl iry ths Englith Lovers of the City ; 

5 u4 Souls, who many a Nizht oer Touit and Alc, 

Flave wept at r-ading Roſamond's fam'd 7 ale, 

And will, we hope for Beauties ſake, to day 

Co:ifroat the Wits, and ſave a harmleſs Play. 

So may yew thrive, yorr Wagers all be won ; 

So may your Wiſe Stock-jobhing Crimp 20 07 ; 

Ss may your Ships return from the Canaries, 

And (olz French Carzo's in your Johns and Marics. 

ww 3*j once for a Mi {refs : Think what Lives 

OOH of Ve my aail [I FE ad. with ſcolding Wives. 

Ard thonzh jhe / ll ty 7- alcres Cruelty, 

Fur Venial Sin twas pity ſhe ſhould die. 

Ah! fouuld your Wives and Daughters ſo be try'd, 

nd with her Deſe their Failings parify'd, 

Lord! What a Caſſacre woud mawl = 


; 


TT EET TTTI——M | 
E PIL OG UE. 


Written by Mr. Dryden. Spoke by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Flus you the ſad Cataſtrophe have'ſeen, © 
Occaſton'd by a Miſtreſs and a Queen. 
' Queen Eleanor the Proud was French, they ſay ; 
But Engliſh Manufatture got the Day : 
Jane Cliflord was her Name, as Books aver, 
Fair Roſamond was but her Nom de Guerre. 
Now tell me, Gallants, wou'd you lead your Life 
With ſuch a Miſtreſs, or with Fong a Wife ? 
If One mu#t be your Choice, which dye approve, 
The Cunrtain-Lefture, or the Curtain-Lowve 2 
Wou'd ye be Godly with perpetual Strife, 
Still drudging on with homely Joan your Wife ; 
Or take your Pleaſure in a wicked way, 
Like honeft Whoring Harry in the Play> 
T gueſs your minds : The Miſtreſs wou'd be taking, 
And nauſeous Matrimony ſent a packing. 
The Devil's in ye all; Mankind's a Rogue, 
Tou love the Bride, but you atteſt the Clog : . 
After a Tear, poor Spouſe us left ith lurch; 
And you, like Haynes, return to Mother-Church. 
Or, if the yame of Church comes croſs your mind, 
Chappels of Faſe behind our Scenes you find : 
The Play-houſe is a kind of Market-place ; 
One chafeers for a Voice, another for a Face. 
Nay, ſome of you, 1 dare not [9 how many, 
Would buy of me a Pen worth for your Peny. 
Ev'n this poor Face (which with my Fan IT hide) va 
Would make a ſhift my Portion to provide, C | 
With ſome ſmall Perquiſites I havebeſide. 
Though for your Love, perhaps, T ſhould not care, 
T could not hate a Man that bids me fair. 
What might enſue, 'ris hard for me totell;, © 
” But I mas arench to day for loving well, > | : 
And fear the Poyſon that would maks me ſwell. th. 
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| Dramatis Perſonz. 

King Henry the Second, Mr. Betterton, 
Prince Henry, his Son, Mich. Lee. 


Sir Tho. Vaughan, a Favou-? , 
rite of the King's, : Mr. Ant. Leigh. 


Abbot, : Mr. Sandford. 
Verulam, _ Mr. Kynafton. 
Shfſex, Mr. Hodgſon. 
Aumerle, Mr. Bridves. 
Bertrard, a Pricit, Mr. Dogyet, 
Queen Eleanor, Mrs. Barry. 
Roſamond, M.Bracegirdle. 
Roſamond's Woman, Mrs. Kent. 


Attendants, Prieſts, Guards. 


Scene, OXFORD. 
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King of ENGLAND. 
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Enter Suſſex, Verulam, and Aumerlc. 


OU do miſtake the Cauſe, and your Opiniors 
Too eaſity comply with what you wiſh ; 
Like young Phyſicians, paſs a hafty Judgment. 
Thinking the Patient's well, becauſe his looks 
Are ſeeming healthy, ſtreak'd with chearful Red, 
While fomeunnat'ral Fire preys on his Heart, 
And drinks up all the moiiture of his Lite. 
Snſſex. Excuſe our Unexperience, and dire& us 
How we may ſolve tie Errorot our Thoughts. 
Veru. My Age, and long Attendance on the King, 
Makes me no Stranger to the Myſtery. 
But would to Heav'n it neer had been my Fate, - 
SinceT've beheld the Eroubles of my Matter, 
And want the Pow'r to cafe his Miſery ! 
Amer. Ithought this ſudden Alteration 
Proceeded from tome Changeot Government ; 
Believ'd the head-ftrong Normans 
Fy Innovation wrought theſe Fits of Spleen. 
Vern. Like a Diſeaſe it has been growing on him - 
For many y ears; endnow 'tis fix'd to faft, 
So deeply in him, hscannot ſhake it off. 
Love wrought the Change at tirlt, 
And with its Magick quite o'r-power'd his Reaſo2, 
Blinded all his Senſes, + 
Till he fank quick into the Gulph of Wed'cck. 
Fronf#the unlucky moment thi.t he ypyn'd 
Fe Fo B With 


2 Henry the Second, | 


With Eleavor, the Repudiated Leavings 
Of the French King, Lewis, his mortal Foe, 
Stitz and Dilorder has o'er-ſpread the Realm : 
Our fad 1Zivif.ons fpeak our coming Miſchief. 
Aumer. From whence mult riie this Danger, 
You teem {9 very apprehenſive of ? | 
/<ru, Here, in his Court at Oxford; here, inhis Bed and Beſom 
His jcaious Wite, and diſobedient Sons. 
Is there a day*sceiiation from Debate ; 
An intermilionfrom their Wilds of Nature ? 
When will it ceaſe ? Not while the Mother's fondneſs 
Upho!ds their fiery Youth, ſmiles on their Infolence, 
Clapping thcir Checks, to ſhew how ſhe approves it. 
Szjjex. Is thenche Lion's Voice fo ſoot forgot 2? 
'T was not long lince they trembled at the found, + Y 
And their Kriees ſhook with terror of the Accent. | 
__<ir52, The haughty Queen was forc'd to rein her Heart, 
And one might read her Patton in her Tears. 
Su/j//x, Moſt of that Sex, 
Whene'er they tail of wiſh*d Succets, 
Their Blood turns Gall, and flaſhes through their Eyes : 
And it adkowr docs fall-- — 
ou. YFis the hot Streamof Anger boyling o'er, 
Whichih2ws how much the Spleen and Mother governs. 
ii tel you-what betel of late, 
AnJ then give me your Cenſures. 
um, We attend YOU. 
V:r. I have obſerv'd the Crowd of fawning W retches, | 
Which fervilely attend the Queen's Appartment, 
Varching the early op'ning of the Door, 
1offew their forward Zeal. 
Ss//ix. The Fathers and the Prieſts you! meat. ' 
Ver. You hit me right, 2 
Thee holy, pious, ſeeming godly Men, 
Swarm not for nothing : Either there's Revenge 
Or lateſt ſtirring, when Church-mens diligence 
Haunt M3jeſty fo much. 
| have obſerv'd how grolly they have flatterd, 
Vet ſhe hath ſwallow'd up their nauſeous Phraſes 
Faft as their utPranec, while they prais'd her Perſon, 
Or loaded with Hyperbole's her*Son. 
4um, You ipeak of what is natural to Women. 
Peru. But when they'd gain'd attention, and wrought her 
To admiration, then the Fane was turn'd, 
And their foul Breath pointed againſt the King. 
Then Becket*s Death, that Patron of Rebellion, 


That "Traytox to the King agd all lus Inrreſt, 
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” King of England. 


Was introduc'd ; and with fach dolefal Accents, 

As ifthe Lite o'th' Church expir'd in His. 

Here Henry was forgot, her Lord and Monarch 3 

Inſtead of puniſhing the ſawcy Gown-man, 

She mourn the Fall of the aſpiring Prelate ; 

Would caft her Eyes, almoſt eclips'd with Tears, 
| On the young Race of Heroes ſtanding by, 
| Infinuating their Father was too Guiity. 
i} Suſſex. Nay, they are always ripe for Milchict, 

Whene'er the Power o'th' Crown checks that 0'ti! Clurch ;, 

And the World knows too well, if they had Power. 
Very. If they had Power! Why, have they not, my-Lord? 
| Divide the Globe, and you will tind a Third 
Are Men in Orders, or the Slaves to them. 
I tell you, Sirs, they are a dreadful Hoſt ; 
And ſhould the Pulpit ſound to an Alarm, 
I queſtion much whether our Hercules 
Could cope this Hydra. *Tisa horrid Tale 
They have poſlefs'd tHunthinking Crowd witha!!, 
Concerning Becket's Death. 

Aum, Wou'd the whole Tribe had met the Traytor?s Fate, 
SinGe ey aſpire to fetter Monarchy, * | 
Nay the Nobi'iry muſt ſink with him. 

Suſſex, Whil'it ev'ry Pedant which can guinthe Rocher 
Muſt Lordit o'er us, we ſhall be like Beats 
Pegg'd on the Common, there to graze our Rolind, 
pe muſt be thanktul, though the Soy!'s our own. 

Aum, vurely at laſtthe Royal Soil will 1012, 

And free Himſelf and People from the Yok- pol 
Oh how I covet ſuch a Jubilee ! 

V ru. I find we centre in Opinion, and ſhall be 
Glad to joyn in ſuch a Cauſe —— 

Ware interrupted, the Court breaks in upon us, 


AER COMBAT. TIE. UOTE OED” We ew. OO 


—— 


Enter Sir Thomas Y aughan. 


Suſſex. Sir Th»mas Vanghan ! Now darclI paivn 
My Life, ſome Petticoat Embaſly. 
Aumn, That oid Gentieman. 
Sfſ.x. Ay, Sir, upon my word the b-{t of his 
Qualifications confilt in acting the par 
Of Acrcury to our Fupiter. 9k 
_ Veru, That's of old Date. 
Syſſex. Put may be renew'd again, | 
If Majefty have occaſion. —Let us obſcrve. 
Sir Tho. Faw. This is the ſecond time I have been # fit of this Fre 
rand ;. pray Heav'n Pm ear? ſucceſsful than I have bc.n, 1 ſhail go 
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A Henry the Second, 
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near to be diſcarded my Office elſe. One would not imagine whae - 
Pains, Care and Underſtanding are required to make a complete 
Pimp. | 

Suſſex. Very pretty : 

Sir Tho. Vaugh. None but. this Virgin of Honour will down with Ma- 
jelty. She's a fine Woman, that's the truth on't;- but a Pox. of her 
Chaſtity : what a damnable pother ſhe makes to. preſerve that, which 
half the Women in the Town would be glad; to be rid of / Had ſhe | 

zen my Kinſwoman now, I had been made for ever. There's no 

Court-Bribe in we World like a Female-Rclation, tor a ſpeedy Ad- 
_ Yancement. | 

Au, Suppole, after all our ſufpicions, it ſhould 
Be Love that has wrought this Alteration 
In tae King. 3. 

Srſjix. 1 ſuſpect it ſhrewdiy.. 

Sir 7%o. Vwgh 1 am damnable afraid the Termagant Queen ſhould' 
come to the knowledge of it, ſhe has ſuch a plaguy number. of Spies 
abroad. Well, Sir. T»-m2s, you are in, and muſt e'en through ; *ris roo 
tare to repent... 8end thee good lack, old Boy. -—— —- Balla ! 
Who's there * | Sees "20, 

Vorul. Friends. 

Sir Tho. Yiugh, Not Eve-droppers I hope: Hai! my good Lord: 7+ 
i207, your Lordihip's moſt humble Seryant. 

S:{/ix, What, in a Sweat, Man 2 

Sir Tho, Vaugh. A hittle warm, my Lord. Who would be a Courtier, 
mat hos any regard for his Carcas * This toiling and moiling does not 
2gree with my Age; Imuit cen leave itoff, and betake romy Prayers 
N TMNC. ; | 

Feru, What, a Favourite, and talk of leaving the Court? 

Sir ZÞe. Virryh, 1 a Favourite! your Lordſhip's moſt lumble Servant: 
Kur I rake all cningsin good part trom my Friends. 

£1. Have you fecn the King to day * 

Sir Zo, gh, Þ quit parted with him ; he's a very honeſt Gentleman, 
the moit accomplilh'd, gallant, ſweeteſt natur'd perion in Europe : He 
has found cut tomething extraordinary in me, for which 1 am eternally 
engagd to him, *E 

$#//.. Y'are dilpos'd to be merry. | 

Sir 7-0. Vaugh, 1 wou'd I cou'd : But the King's Melancholly ſtrange- 
iy dilcompoſes me. Poor Prince! never was Mortal fo aftlicted. 

ers, Nothing that's.new, I hope. 

Sr 7-4, Vaugh. The Devil and all of Miſchief, Yonder Knaves have 
been at it of tother fide of the Water, helter skelter; fight Dog, fight- 
Bear; nothing but Mutiny, Mutiny, —— Gad, it the King, woud tol- 
tow my Advice, we'd maw! 'em. | 

S/cx, What, you mean the Religiops Fathers ? | 

Sir 7.9. /augh. Religious d'ye call 'em? 1 don't know what Religion 
they have, bur they have very good Livings ; They have made a fine: 
pico of Work of thew Religion. Verus. 
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King of England. 5 
Veru, About what ? 
Sir The, Vaugh. Why about the Gentleman at Canterbury, that ha 

his Brains beat out to inform hisJudgment. 

Suſſex, The Prelate Becket * 

Sir Tho. Vangh. Ay, ay : They have dignify*d and diſtinguſh'd him 
from the infamous Title of a Trayter, to the ſpiritualione of a Saizr. 

Vu. You ſhould ſpeak more refpecttally of the Cloathing. 

Sir Tho, Vaugh, Why Black never bluſhes, you- know, fay what you 
will ont. | 

ru. Would your have us be without 'em 7 

Sir Tho. Vaig. Why when were they ever with us 2 Did you ever 
know them joyn with the People, unleis 'twas a Miſchief of their own 
making £ ce may groan under Mifery and Slavery, grumble and 
comp ain ;* but, il the Churches Rights be not invelted, they tell us, 
We mult bear it, and {i.E;mitto the Higher Powers. But #-alingle Egg 
of their Tyths were crack'd, and not made good te 'cm, you ſhoutd 
hear thew bculiew againſt tower and Dominion, make the Cauſe 0 
the Church the difcuict of Heav®n ; tell you, Horror and Plagues. 
witl come trom above ; tliat the jult Divine Wratlr will puniſh your 
Sacritege : So deltroy you themſelves, ro preſerve you from  Judg- 
ments, 

$:i/ſex. Sure they have done thee ſome mortal injury. 

Sir 776, Vaugh.. Let *em torhear the King then, and Peace fo.lows ; 
tor they're fo conſtantly teizing him about their Retigion, the Man cair't 
enjoy himfelt for 'em: :. betides, thoujd they biggorize the King to ad- 
mire Abſtinence and Chaſtity, poor Sir Thomas 13 kick'd out ; for 
Prezirg and Pimping can never agree —— Ads me! my Lords, I tor- 
0t to teil you the News; The King's reconcil'd to the Prince, who. 
muſt go ww Noamuond) ; and the Queen's pleas'd. "Theres a Miracie, 
my Lords: "Ihe Queen's picas'd ! Nay, ihe's pleas'd with me, that ſhe 
has not ſpoke to this Month ! Such a Favourihe has done me. 

Oufſex W hat 15 \ | 

Str Tho. Vitgs. Your Servant. .. 

For, Pray whatast 

Su The, Vaiugh, You'll tell on'r. 

£112. Think better of us. 

Sir To, Vaugh. if the King ſhould know on't: 

<iu. Never for us.. ' Te 

Sir Tho, Vaugh, Laſt night at Supper —— 

Suſſex. What then * 

Sir Tho. Vaugh. Nothing, only the Queen's pleas'd, that's all. Again: 


your Servant, my Lords, your Servant. | Exit. 
Veru. The Prince to Fraxce ! this is a-ſudd&n motion 
I know the Provinces are Malecontent, 
Apt for Commotion, ready tor Rebellion: - , 
BA they require a ſharp and fteddy hand, | 
One of Experience—lla 2. the. King atone : [ Withdraw, 
Enter 
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Henry the Second, 
Enter King Henry. 


Niny, Oh Love! Oh R-{. mod ! Why do I name 
That Ciueil Maid © Bur yer alas! I mult 
Spigiuc of my fix'd Reſolves ; She graſps my Heart, 

/ And turns ic with each motion of her Eyes: 
It there were hopes; Why , Am I not a King ? 
But what are Kings in Love? Like Lyons Chain'd 
We Roar, but cannot reach what we would Frey on: 
Why ellz, ye Gods, do ye with-hoid your Bounty ? 
Qr is this ling!le Beauty thought too much 
For 2 Reward of all my Sufterings? 
It fo you think, | 
Take back this Crown and Dignity you gave, 
Contine me to ſome Corner ot the Earth 
; 


—— 


Where abje& Poverty does make aboad ; 

Bleſs me with Roſamond; and even there 

{ii thank yourPrc#idence tor the Exchange: 

Burt, Oh! I Rave, and mult recall my Sences, 

Bus'nefs comes forward, curſed bus'neſs haunts me. 
With what a weight does that poor Monarch move, 
That's Clogg'd with Bugneſs, and perpley'd with Love ! 


Enter Verulam, Suſſex, and Aumerle. 


Pern. Your Majeſty ! 
K:r:g. Thou art the only Man of all the World 
1 coveted to ſee ; Come near me YVerulam, 
” T thal! have necd of your atliſtance ſhortly, ' 
S Your Countel now. | 
: 5  Yeju, You doubly Honour me. 
"i King. Upon mature Ads isc, I kave refolv'd 
To fend my Eideſt Son to Normandy ; | 
And, to engage his Dury, will Inveſt him 
With*al! the Royal Dignitics belonging 
To both the Dukedoms ; ſince he longs for Power, 
11] Load him with the Weight of Government. 
Ver. None better can direc the Rounds of State 
Than Sacred Majeſty ; Ir is in you 
From vaſt Experience grown to certain Judgment. 


Tet 
Ring. Let me tell thee V. erulm, 

T have examin'd, with the ſtricteſt care,. 

What Conſequences ray attend this Act; 

You mult allow Youth are molt prone to Covet 

What is debar?d *em; Give 'em full poſſeſſion 


Lt. A. tae bead 
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They foon grow weary of the Toy they Leng'd for, 
But to prevent all danger, 'tis Refolv'd 
Thar you attend him ; the Commuliton's ready: 


I know thy Loyalty admits no icruple. 
Vern, Pm all obedience to your Royal pleaſure. 


Enter Prince Henry, Attendants. [Rus r0 the Ring ana Kneels. 


King. All is forgot: Thy Fathers Memory | [Takes rim up. 
Bears thy good Deeds in light ; but ne*re looks backwards. 
Prince, You are all Goodneſs, Tenderneſs and Mercy. 
Kino, | know *tis want of Action caus'd the Surteit, 
The Riots, aid the Luxuries o*th' Court; 
But now an opportunity's at hand 
To Waſh away the Stains of Idleneſs. 
Read that. Gioes him a Letter. 


Prince. This Purports that the| Normans are in Arms. 
King. It does. 
Prince. Are they ſo Pamper'd with their fullneſs, Sir ? 
Theſe wreſty Slaves, like Horſes wanting ute, . 
Muſt be kept to it, Rid hard, and exercisd; 
Muſt feel the Bit and Curb, to let ?em know 
They're under Government. 
King, Why thou haſt fpoke ic, and ſhall fee it done: 
For from this moment do I conſtitute 
Thee equal ſharer with me in my Sceptre, 
Prince. My Royal Father. 
King. I have ſid the Word; Hence be Convinc'd, 
A Parents Love can bear, forget, forgive, 
And wait the gentle Seaſon when Penitence 
Shall ſpring; and ſhowr a Blefling 
That may encourage Virtue as it grows. 
Prince. My thanks to Heav'n and you ; Oh! you have mc de, 
New-moulded up this Maſs, and breath'd a Soul 
That longs for Action, and the toil of War : 
If 1 not ſtrive to merit this great Bletlings 
If I not Honourably diſcharge the Truſt, 
Endeavour Nobly ; may 1 ſink with ſhame 
As great as my worſt Foes would with, 
Beſt Friends lament: For Fraxce my Father, | 
Where I will ſeafon this my Infant Sword, n 
To Dedicate to you who taught it Glory. 
Ring. This ſounds well Harry, as it ſhould be Boy ; 
And1 foreſee Englands good Genius Dancing _ 
In thy Spirit, and pleas'd with the young Mears 
It has begot. My Lord of Ferulam. 


Vers, Your Majeity ? 
King. 
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King. Here, as a Pledge of Love, 
Accept this Man ; 1 give him | 
Az a Guardian Anpel to thee : 
His Courage ſhall affiſt and {ſtrengthen thine, 
His Judgment in the Field ihall guide thy boldneſs; 
And it Fate ſhould approach thee, clap between ye: 
His Care ſhall leffen thy Fatigue in War; | 
In Peace his Diligence thail give thee Pleafare. 

Prince. vir, you are mine ; your Charadter is great, 
And 1 will ſhew how l eſteem its worth 
In chooling your Opunon: 


Enter Queen, Abbot, Fryers, Attendants. 


Qveen. Oh Parbarous King! was there no other way 
To reach my heart, but thus to ſnatch him from me? 
1.cok on him weil, Are theſe young tender Limbs 
Fic to endure the hardſhips of a Camp, 

The Cares of War,. and Dangers that attend it 2 
It thall not, muſt not be and l alive. 

Oh Harry i hang upon thy Mothers Love, 

And ſhun thy Father's Cruelty. | 

Kine. Well, Madam, have you done ? Ace you at eaſe ? 
Has the frerce Whirlwind of -your Paſſion vent 2? 

If not, Enlarge after your wonted method 

Queen. Ingratetul King, Do you upbraid my fondnels ! 
Think'fſt thou this Breaſt is hardned like thy own 2? 

I bore him, bred him, felt the rack of Nature : 

Many long Winter Nights have watcht ht: ſflumbers, 
When the 1ad hand of Sickneſs was upon him ; 

While you, encompaſs'd round with all your Friends, 
Forgot my Care, and the poor Intant's danger. 

He minds me not : Oh wretched Majyeity ! 

See Reverend Fathers, Is this humane uſage? 

Prince, Tet me beſeech you, Madam, calm this Paſſton : 
The King detigns my Greatneſs. | 

Queen, Deluded Fool, away ; Fiy, fiy betimes 
To Sanctuary, where theſe good Mens aftiſtance 
May break the Philtre, and diffolve the Magick 
Which blinds thy ſenſe, and ſets thee mad for Glory : 
Behold, this Holy Man, thy caretu! Tutor, 

Whoſe ſtudious diligence firit taught thee Knowledge, 
With Art and Patience clear 'd thy erring Soul, 


| And made it Malter of Imperial Wiſdom . 


Take his Advice: Be deaf to the harth King's, 
Which would deſtroy thee, by removing thee. 
King. Contemn her fondacts, and confulr thy Honour. 


This 
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This Paſſion flows from an unruly Will : 
I tell thee, Harry, all the Sex are thus, 
And Contradidtion's their Original Sin ; 
For Woman was the firſt in Diſobedience. | 
When they were molded firſt into a Form, 
And the Almighty lik'd the great Deſizn, 
Pleas'd with the Work, withdrew; and in th'Interyal 
The Falln Angel crept unſeen and vyiew'd it ; 
- Sawthat Man's Happyach would be complete, 
And from his Gall a drop of Spleen daſh'd in, 
Which ſowr'd the whole Creation: 
*Tis that affe&ts her now ; give it but ſcope, 
And when ſhe ſees it moves us not, 'twill down. 
Prince. If to my Mother's Will I ſhould ſubmit, 
Glory will ſhun me, Honour flie me, - 
And all Brave Men contemn me. 
Abbot. Moſt Gracious Majeſty, vouchſafe atcention 
' To the humble Speech of your poor Beadſman : 
T am bound in duty to offer my affiſtance, | 
And to mediate where perſons of ſuchnear Affinity 
Have different Paſſions which o'ercloud the Soul, 
Soyling Perfection. ' | 
See your Royal Partner o'erwhelm'd with Tears, | 
From the harſh words you've utter'd.! 
That Noble Graft bury'd in deep amazement. 
Oh! Let this Diſcord end in Harmony ! 
Lull the harſh Note, and. raiſe her up to Life. 
- King. Who asks Advice from you, my Rev'rend Sir? 
Who ſent for you to make up Royal Breaches ? 
Becauſe you are th' Examiner of her Sins, 
Muſt you pretend Dominion o'er my Actions? 
Go'to; We know ye: Preach'to thoſe who do not, 
And let their Ignorance ſupport your Cunning ; 
Thou Pandor of the Court ! | 
Abbot, Your truſty Knight there [Points io Sir T. Vau. 
Becomes the Title better. 
King, Ha! what faid you 2? E. | 
Abbot. This Accufation does not fuit my Fun&ion, 
Nor well betome the Mouth of Dignity : 
If We, the Pillars of the Holy Church, 
Are thus calumniated, 'tis eafie guefling what 
Will follow : You ſet an ill Example. 
King.” You ſeldom ſhew us good ones. | 
Cone _ _ ow better __ ſelvcs, 
Our proud, 110Us, 3 daring empers: 
The God you Idolize is ne 
Which to obtain you'd bridle all Mankind, 
And ride'em to the Devil. C Queen. 
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Try me, and judge me, Oh thou awful Pow'r, 


but why through ſuchhard hands are they deliver'd ? ET 


: Provided that VOUur Government's untouch'd . 
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Queen. Oh Blaſphemy ! 7] 1s ene ] 
Abbot, Alas poor Queen ! how muſt he uſe your Goodneb, 
It he reviles the Church thus ! POLY, 


Atheiſts would bluſh at this. | 
King, Is there no way to Heav'n without theſe Fellows ? - 


If I not reverence and adore thy Laws! © roy hens | | | 


How is't you make us Kings, whiPft theſe preſcribe us ? 
Our Actions muſt be govern'd by their Conlciences, 
Our own has no Pre-eminence norfudgment. 
Abbot. Realon is weak, where Paſſion is1o ſtrong : 
Your Arbitrary Power would tire the World, 
Did not Heav'n bleſs you with our Guiding Virtues. 
King. Yet, with your leaves, Kings may indulge themſelves, 
Violate T.aws, Disfranchize all their Subjects, 


Fut, ſhould we look | 
A-ſquint upon the Failures of. the Church, 4 
The holy Rooks and Daws berake to wing, 
And till tze Air with Clamor. 
Hence ! Regone, on forfeit of your Lives! 
Avbet. He ſhall pay dear for this. 
Come, Brothers, let's to Councel. . 
Sir 740. YVaugh, That's to Miſchief. 
Now will the Clauch fall ina Fever, 
And want his Blood for a Corgial. 
King. Now, Eleanor, to you: Beware theſe Men ; 
Thowrt but a Tool to them, to faſhion me, 
And work my Actions ſuitable to theirs. 
Shock not thy Hushand's Pow'r, to ſtrengthen them:; 
For, credit me, I know their inward Cunning : 
They call'd my Father in, toferve their Int'relt ; 
And, when he had nobly ventur'd Lite and Powr, 
Remor'd th'Oppreflions under which they groand, 
They grew fo weary of Security, 
They wor'd have chang'd again. | 4 
Obſerve this, Boy : Seem with the Church to joyn, 
Hearken and weigh whatever they deſigh, 
Pur never let their Knowledge fathom thine. | | 
Queen. But why muſt he to th War 7 DE. . 
Oh ! Can you love, and put him into danger ? 
King. Hear me; | 
And what I ſay, I hope, will make impreſſion : * - 
If to diveſt my ſelf, and place on him - | | 
A Sov'reign Pow'r, be not the Marks of Love, «1.4 284 
Then 1 have none ;. If to advarice my Son CF 
LR to 


[Exit Abbot, Prieſts, 
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by 


King of England. Y 
Into an equal ſhare of Empire with me, 
Be not Aﬀection, what then is AﬀeRion 2 *! , f 
| Queen, But yet —— . DEN; 
King. Come, 'Elrauer, be calm, ceaſe all ſuſpicion 
And if I fally'd out in raſh expreſſions, 
Wink at my Failings; For, Oh nay Queen! 
| The Cares that tend upon a Crownare great, 
And do ſometimes diſtract. 12 
Queen. Is there no danger of his Lite ? 
King, None that I know'of. © | - 
My Lord of YVerulam ljoyn to has alliftance : 
Bur if the Sceptre be too ponderous, 
I'll aid the Prince till ſtrength ſhall reach his Arm,, 
And he aShield 'twixt him 'and.all Invaders. 
Price. Dear Madim, hear the King, let him prevail ; 
You would not have me ſtay and weild a Dittaft, 
When Honours Trumpet foundsſo brave a Charge, 
When all my Royal Father's great Intentions 
Aim only at tlincreafing of my Glory. 
een. It ſhall be ſo: But, my dear Child, take care ; 
Oh Yerulam ! be watchful in the War ; | 
The Comfort of my Lite hes all in him. 
King. I bleſs thee frem my Soul, and wiſh thee well. 
Prince, How Fll deſerve that Blefling, time ſhall cell. 
If I return, Conqueſt and Peace I'll bring ; | . 


k 


If not, juſt Fame ſhall, to my Glory, fing, 
I ſuffer'd for my Country and my King. 


Exeunt cmmet. 


The End of the Firſt AG. 
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ACT 


' SCENE IL. | 
Enter Abbot and Fryers. 


Abbot. I D you not mark with what a ſprightly Joy 
D The Youth took fire when we falured him £7 
The Blood flew up, and aimoſt burit his Cheeks 3 
His Eyes did ſparkle round anwonted Luſtre ; 
His fault'ring Tongue could not exprefs his Soul, | 
| But with a pleas'd and eager ſtanmering 
Hinted the wond'rous Tranſport he was under z 


C3 Tin 
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Then with a Bridegroom's haſtehe claſpt us round, 
Call'd us his Friends, and kifs'd our Lips with as 
Much Re as _ yea a es 264 FR | 
2 Fry, Nay, th e n t to: take her leave; 
How ſlowly A he quit our Company ! | 
The falling Showrs guſh'd from his longing Eyes, 
And ſpoke the wreck he felt ith' Separation ; | 
Then orhis Knees with humble Adoration | 
Befought our guardian Pray'rs andBenizo | 
Abbe, It almoſt made me weep for Company, 
But that the Fire which burns within this Boſom. | 
Call*d back the Sap for a more NobleUſe.. | 
Now, ſhould I ſpeak my Thoughts, 
I muſt declare this early pious, worſhipping 
Young Prince, deſervesthe Crown. | 
1 Fry, What ſays my Lord? 
Abbot. Since his ill Father ſtands accurs'd for ſhedding, 
Moſt facred Blood, and ina holy Place, 
He is divelted by his Holineſs 
Ot Power and Royalty, 
And only bears an empty Title now. 
2 Fry, But which of us dareto tell him ſo? 
He has adamnable Spirit, and values 
Hanginga Church-man no more than a mutinying Soldier. 
Abbor. Weak men! whoſe Senſes are o'er-whelm'd with Eaſe ;- 
Think you there goes no more to this great. Work, 
Than barely talking ? I tell you, We muſt firſt 
Joyn all the Pow*r and Int'reft we can make, 
'To undermine this vaſt Colofſas. 
'Tis cf Conſequence ſufficient to engage 
The whole Proteflion, 
Ard call the ſcatter'd Levi of the World 
To one-entire and abſoluce Aﬀſembly. 
Oh Becker ! Oh thou Martyr for our fakes ! 
The only Patron of our humble Labours / 
Have you torgot ? Speak, has Remembrance left you 2: 
Are ai his Favours bury'd in Oblivion 2? 
i Fry. No, *tis to him and you we owe our being. 
'Abbo. And ſhall We tamely let his Murderers ſleep, 
Sit down in filence to behold their Triumph 2? 
Oh! never let Ingratitude fo foul. 
Be lay'd at the Church door : Think of: his goodnels, 
He took me when a Poy from my poor Parents, 
Pleas'd wich a forward Spirit which he ſaw; 
And at his Charge, with Coſt and Diligence, 
was in{tructed in Divinity ; 
Preterr'd me early into Holy Orders,. . 


King of England. 

And made me in my Six and Thirtieth year 

One of the Confeſlors tro Majeſty : 

And: tho? in different ways his Love did move, 

You ſhar*d his Bounty, and to good advantage. 

2 Fry..”Tis true; and we no les than you Repine, 
For want of means to ſhew how we'd Revenge. 

Abbo. Oh, wonderful ſtupidity! I&t poſlible ! 
What have we all this time been talking of ? 

Was 1t not of the Prince, the. King that muſt be ? 
Does not Heav'n give the Power into our hands? 
And by the Gift, plainly dire& us how 

To Right the IP Murder of the Saint ? 

2 Fry. T underſtand you now : 

Abbo, You are his'Lutor, Becket gain'd you that. 

2 Fry, "I's true, 

Abbo, Thou ſayſt he is ambitious ; be it fo: 
Nourtſh the growing Plague, Temper the miſchief; 
Of Power and Sway the cunning Compound make; 
On the prnaring uel of his. Pride 
Set the Infe&tion ; his Spleen will feed the Fire, 
Till wild Ambition blazes to Rebellion. 

2 Fry, The task 1s ealie; for in his eager Soul 
His Fathers Errors bear Pre-eminence, 

With all his Mothers poſitive. ill Nature. 

Avbo, Bleflings upon thy Zeal! this plainly looks 
Like Inſpiration, and foretells ſucceſs : 

Few words, and I have done. 

Wheri thou ſhalt reach.the Prince*s Court, 
Thou wilt be-ſwarnr'd to for News, 

And principally from the Men in Orders; 
None carry Ears more itchihg than 

The Cloathang., 

2 Fry. Give me your full deſire; tell me 
Your heart, and it I fail my Truſt, 

Cunning forlake our Tribe. | 

Abbo. Then plainly-thus: ' 

Lay all the Churches ſufferings on the Rack, 
Let every ſcratch appear a mortal Wound ; 
Breath to their fickle Souls deſire of change, 
And never quit the SubjeR.:. Extol the Prince 
With all the Rhetorick Intereſt can invent ; 
Paint the vile King upon the ſtretch of Fancy, , 
Attempt the Root of- his Prerogative, 

And load with endleſs fears cach branch of-Powegx, . 
Till we have ffripp'd him naked of all Truſt. 
Obſerve the.Factious Chiets, and there.ullarge 
Thy well wrought Sophiltry, 
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If thou ſhould'ſt find 'em ſtart into a Curſe, 
Say thou Amen. 
2 Fry. My zealous Spirit glows to be at work. 
Abba. When e're thou conr'it among the Female Sex, 
Pemoan ths dreadful proſpect of our Woes, 
Work 'em to Tears, melt 'em with Apprehentfion ; 
For none ingender 'miſchief like that Sex : 
Enquire amongſt their Sins, And thoſe 
Thou find'{t ftiil moſt accountable and fearful, 
Workup with dreadful Induſtry and Terror; 
Sigh out Damnation with proces Accent, 
And tell 'em nought can ſtop ſuch feſtring wounds, 
But being mighty forward in this Cauſe : | | 
Oh, thou ſhalt ſec **m work their Husbands up, 
And teacii their lifping Babes to Curſe the King: 
They are the Train by which we Blow up Fools; 
There's nothing worthy Note is done without *em. 
2 F-z, T.et me be gone; I'm eager to be at it, 
bhp. Get all things ready ; at Night meet 
\12 at home, i'th' Morning you ſet 
Forward; away I muſt; to th? Queen. 
1 & 2 F;y, Succeſs attend you. { Ex. 1& 2 Fry, 
Abbo, Now Becket, it thy Ghoft 
Will look fo low as us that will revenge thee, 
Dart irom thy Saints bright Rays, a Providence 
That may encircle and protect our Aions: 
It Souls which from the Worlds rich Arms are forc'd, 
Torn from their Right in Nature by Oppreflion, 
And ſent unjuſtly, unprepar'd, away, 
To give an Anſwer at a moments warning 
Toa long Scrow! of all their ill#pent Lives, 
Ben't a Batbarity abhorr'd by Chriſtians, 
Morality good night; * 
Conſcience and Equity be ever Baniſh'd : 
And Arbitrary Strength officiate Jultice. 
No, Becket, thou ſhalt have full revenge, 
It Blood can give ic meaſure. 
Pve trac'd his Luft, 
Where he ſupinely does indulge himſelf; 
Found out his Paramour, and theQueen jhall ? 
Know 1t. 
Thus my Revenge Pil back with Jealouly ; 
A Rwal is a plague that tortures Woman 
Worle than her being.crofs'd in her Ambition. 
And Oh, what a charming miſchief muſt that prove, 
That's Got by a Church Hate, and NNurs'd by Injur'd Love ! "E 
xite 


SCENE 


King of England. 15 
'$CENE. IL | 
Enter Sir Tho Vaughan, #»d Roſamonds Women. 


Sir Tho, Was there ever ſo peryerſe a Baggage! Haſt thou neither re- 
ſpect to my Age nor my Perſon? Who am 17 what am I? Tell me 
quickly, or I ſhall grow very furious, I hall, 

Wm. Sir, I neither regard your Age nor your Perfon : And your 
Anger would do better to be ſhewn among them that tear you, thain 
here, where you're 1o little welcome. 

Sir 75). Why Huzzy 2 Pm a Gentleman. _ 

Wim. ”Tis a very improper employment this, if you are fo. 


Sir Tho, 1.ook you, my Lady's Gentlewoman, I will not bepopp'd off 


wich the flap of a Fox 'ail, I come with a Mefſlage irom the King, do 
you mark * | muſt have an Anſwer from your betters e're I| return. - 
Wom. I think you have had Anſwers enough to have put any Man 


out of Countenance that had a grain of Modelty in-him. | 
Sir Tho, Tell the Wind where it ſhall blow Child ; I'm|a thorow- 


pac'd Comtier, usd to denyals, but that never diſhcartens me z he 
that fits down contented with a Lady's anſwering Nay, twice or thrice, 
will be Guift by the Woman, and Laught at by the Worid. | Importu- 
nity and Impudence are the Supporters of our Coat of Arms ; indeed 
our Argent is ſomewhat ſcandalous ; but our Rampant 15 very ancients 
It came in with Infidelity, and always had the upper hand ot Honelty 
in this World. 
Hor. 1 don't underſtand your Heraldry Sr. 
Sir Tho, I am an unlucky Dog, never eloquent but among the vul. 
ar; and there it's always thrown away : Come Rogue, I mult necds 
ſee your Lady. | 
am, Her poſitive Orders were to ſee none ; and I will not infringe 
*em to meiit your thanks and her diſpleaſure. | 
Sir The, To ſee none? If the means of the Common fort ſhe's much 
Mm thc righe on't, I commend her Judgment: But I come trom the 


King, Child. " 
Woem, There's the more danger: But I tell you ihe makes no di- 


- ſtindion. 
Sir Tho, Why, tis impoſlible; a Pox on thee, thou haſt miſtook her 


Orciiers; if ihe is refotv'd to fee no body, let her come and tell me lo - 


her ſeit: What, does ſhe think the was made for no other uſe than our 
Shrines are, to be ſhewn upon Holidays only ? | 

Hom. T am the Servant of :her pleature, vir. 

Sir Tho. So am I of my Maſters: prithge let them pur their plea- 
ſures together, and come to a right underſtanding. A young Woman, 
a nandiome Woman, a brisk Woman, of a yielding Complexion, a 
lappy Conſtitution, a languiſhing Nature, turn Recluſe ? Why the 
Devil would as foon turn 'Tayler, and be bound to Thread his Needle 


11 


———————_ —_—  —________ 
| IS Henry the Second, 


in the dark always. Why, ſhe's good enough for Nuns-fleſh Thirty 
years hence, when ſhe's weary of the World, fſatiated with Fleſh, and 
fit for no other thing, but a Fryar to mumble his Martins ore. 

Wom. What d'ye mean Sir? : 

Sir Tho. Why Child, I know *tis. againſt the Grain of any Woman 
in the World to be lock'd up, even in Spaiz it ſelf, Love. But ſee, 
Rogue, fee what the King has ſent thee, all Yellow,prevailingYellow,un- 
deniable Yellow ; this will dye Hononr,or Conſcience,Chaſtity,Friend- 
ſhip of any Colour whatſoever; and make Adultery look as Beautiful 
as the Snow-driven - Sheets of a Virgin Sacrifice in Wedlock. Be- 
ſides, he has provided for thee a Husband, a huge feeding Fellow, and 
as tuft as Whalebone. | 

WWom. You have ſuch pleaſant humours——but I dare not take it— 
my Lady is {o 

Sir Tho. If thy Lady's ſuch a Fool to ſtand in her own light, muſt 
the Maid follow the example? Be wiſer Child ; for let me tell thee, a 
Stale Waiting-woman is a ſcurvy Commodity ; refuſe but che Market, 
and 'twill hang on thy hands long enougl:. 

Wom.. If I muſt take it: But I can do nothing fort. 

Sir Tho. Plhaw, plhaw, fay what thou wilt; but do as thou think'ſt 


fit. 

FWom. But ſhe has ſworn never to ſee the King. 

Sir Tho. What ! not {ee the King ! OLord! O Lord! ſhe's in the 

ſtate of Damnation; Pl get a Father preſently ; but now I think on't, 

there's none can Abſolve her better than himſelf he?l take pains to 

Convert her. | | 
Wom. She comes. 


Enter Roſamond, 


Sir Tho. Vangh. Let me alone with her. How does my ſweet 
Lady, Nature's Pride, Pleaſure of all our Senſes, the Day's Comfort, the 
Night's Enlightner ? | 

Roſa. Away, thou venerable Bawd, thou ſhame 
To Age and Sandtity. | 

Sir Tho. A very hopeful beginning : | 

Roſa. The Badge of Years, which ſhould be Honourable, 

L2 thee appears a Mark of Infamy. 
Leave me! Be gone ! Thy ſight does ſtrike a Horror, 
Such as if Hell ſhould yawn the Temprter up, 
To ſecond thy Deluſion. 
Sir Tho. She'll make me believe I'm a Fury anon, 


Enter Ring. 


Oh! ?ts well your Majeſty has relieved me 3 
Pm ſchool'd to a fright, and give lke a | 
Tomb. . 


King of England. 7 
Temb-ſtone againſt rainy Weather, Dew all over ; Coms, Charge, 
corge ; 'tis not for you and I to liſten to State-affairs ; lie's a going to 
{wear her of his Cabinet-Council. [ Exennt Sir Tho. © 7m. 


Roſamond ſees the King, and ts going out. 
King. Why doſt thou ſhun my Love, thou Charming Maid ? 
Why turn away thy Eyes, now they've undone me 7 
Thou ſhouldſt have hid their killing Fires before : 
Too well thy conſcious Soul their Luſtre knew, 
Foreſaw the Adoration they*d-beget ; 
Thou ſhouldft have ever kept ?em from Mankind, 
Or mingl[d Pity with their barb*rous Pow”r. 
Roſara, Why will you thus perplex your i:!f and mc? 
How often have I begg'd you to de'ſt ! 
Methinks the many times have deny'd, 
Might fatisfie you your Attempts are vain. 
King. Judge rightly of the Patience of my Love, 
With what a meek untir'd Zeal 't has waited, 
Born all the co!d Rebukes of rigid Vurtue, 
The harſh Deniats of a vigorous Honour, 
Still creeping up to what | knew would cruſh me : 
Like the weak Reed againſt the bluſt"ring North, 
That nods and crouches to each angry Blaſt, 
Sinks down o'er-preſs'd by the infulting Storm 
Yer ſtill it fwells, and ſlowly ſtrives to riſe, 
To be blowndown again. 
Roſam. Oh! why do you purſue me? 
King. Becauſe my. Peace has took her flight that way, 
And I muſt follow through this rugged Road 
To tind it out, though every ſtep | tread 
Brings my {tri ſearch but nearer to Deſtruction. 
Roſam. No, King, in vain you lay a Siege ; 
The Fort'simpregnable. 
King. Youthink my. Power's the leſs becauſe I ſue, 
Begging that Blefting which I might command, 
How ealie might I ſeize the long'd-for Joy ; 
Burt Force ditlolves the fodemes of che Charm. 
Let then my Sufferings urge at lalt ſome Hope, 
Lect crael Virtue yield but to a Parley, | 
Grant my Requelt, and make thy own Conditions. 
| Ry/am, What can you hope from ſuch a wretched Congueſt , 


\Where all the Spoil 15 Infamy and Shame? 

Why would you foil the Glories of your Lite, 

In mingling with the Creature you have made ? 
King. Nature may boaft Theeas her Maſter-piece , 

Thou'rt the refule of vaſtand long Contrivance; 


She practis'd hard &'cr ſhe could reach her mind. 
| | D And 


wer 


18 Henry .the Second, 


And when ſhe form'd thee from Original Thought, 
The , opy {truck her with amazing Pleafure, j 
Andfal Perfetion recompenc'd the Toll. 
R//.1. Won'd Id been born a Leper, 
And all thoſe Graces which have wrong'd my Virtue, 
By breeding this Infetion in your Fleart, 
» Had been conſum'd or blaſted in their Bud, 
King. Oh fearful Blaſphemy ! meg | 
R+{:24. Thave reaſon to curle all Charms-that do attract > 
Your Eyes : But ſhould-I once encourage your | | 
Attempts, you that are Wedded, our of all Pow'r 
Of making recompence for what you muſt 410" ; 
How will the World cenſure my ſenſeleſs weaknels ! 
I muſt expect the Brand. of Infamy, {] 
All good Mens Curſes, and be truly wretched, 
King. No, R:ſamond, Fil placethee 11 a Sphere 
Above the reach of foul-mouth d Envy, 
Or the blackeſt Malice ; where, like a Deity, 
Thou maiit look down, and either pity | 
Or revenge thy Wrongs. : 
Ream. Yes, by committing greater. 
Therefore upon my Knees let me 1ntreat, | 
That you would ceaſe this moſt ungratetul Suit, 
Or kill me, that will be a deed of Mercy. 
Kirg. Wouldſt thou command me to commit |Self-murther 7 
My ILite's in thine, and muſt partake its Fate. 
Incxorable Fair! whywertethou made: 
$9 wondrous charming, yet in Love fo crue! ? 
R:/am. | muſt be gone; he gains upon my Heart, 
My Refoiution thaws before his Heart, 
And the rich Treaſure of my ſpotleſs Honour 
YV/ill moulder into Drofs, 
King. No, 'twill be retin'd, 
And, like tae Ore torn from the fertile Wojnb | 
Ot the rich Mine, futfer a noble Trial, | 
Gaining the Royal Say. 
K+, Impotble | 
There'sfuch antipathy 'twixt Vice and Virtue, 
They will run counter, ne'er Incorporate. 
ko. You mg bzcome a glorious Diſputant, 
A ha:den'd Rebel *gainſt che Cauſe of Love. | , 
R-{:zm. I am no Enemy to Love, my Lord; 
Far trom the Title, I admire the Deity, 
Couwd pay him Homage : But you are fo far, , 
© infinie above my humble State, 
Ruine attends the minute I comply. 
You, lkethe yun, while in its mid-way Path 
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Of Heav'n's bright Arch, do with your Rays call forth | | 
The Trees to bloom, the Earth to yield her Fruits: 
But when you draw too near the lower Orb, 
Heat ſhoots too fierce, and withers all around. 
Let me go hence. 
King.- Not till you ſeeme dead, 
- My Heart-ſtrings broke, and this half.dying Body 
Become a Victim to your Cruelty. ? 
Reoſam. Oh I am loft! 
My thirſty Soul drinks up his Words, - 
And, pleasd with the rich Philtre, craves for more. foo 
King. She's at a ſtand. | Aſiae, 
Muſt we then part for ever, Roſamond ? 
Roſam, For ever, 
King. Oh hard ſound ! For ever, ſaid you ? 
Roſam. It you ſtill love me, as you ſay you do, 
Unloole my hand. 
King. Bid the poor dying Wretch quit his Reprieve, 
Or t.ll th: hunger-ſtarv'd he muſt not eat, 
Both will obey like me. 
Ro{am. You have undone a miſerable Maid. 
King. Ha! What do I hear! Is pity enter'd* 
Am l calld co Life ? * 
Rofaw. No, I will not hear you, ſee you, mind you, 
Know you; My heart beats fe. and it my Eyes 
Il Tales, believe 'em not. 
King. You muſt not b0. 
Roſarn, 1 will, and follow if you dare ; for I 
Will never yield. 
King. Nay, | muſt follow. 
Reſanr, Muſt you ? then Ill ſtay. 
King. Do. | 
Roſam, No. 
King. May I not follow ? 
Roſam. 1 will not ſpeak; Bn fe 
You grow too ſtrong, Oh do not tempt the weak : [ Exit. 
King. Her Virtue gives apace. 
Be bold my Love, purſue her while ſhe's warm ES. 
An eafie Rape will now diffolve the Charm. [ Exit Kang, 


The End of the Second A. 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Queen. alone, Reading, 


Q%een,y JF © W dull is all this World without my Child! 
My Nature kckens, all my Senſes droop ; 

Each wreſty Faculty diforder'd grows, 

Ard ey*ry Veilel through which Life does play 

Irs teeding Blood, to hearten and refreſh 

The Limbs and Spirits to obey the Will, 

Eike Pipes choak'd up, no longer can fuppy, 

Eut bacward rut, and-burſt for want of patſage.. 

Cou'd 1 but find the honeſt, pious Abbot, 

He*d free me trom this Labyrinth of Fear, 

Reſolvemy Doubts, and give me Peace again. [Sits down andread.. 


Enter Bertrad. 


Rer:r. Who the Devil put it into his Lordſhip's head 'to employ me 
inState aftairs? I ſhall marr all, for want of a 7 Sv and he might 
' 25 well have attempted-co make a Steve hold Water, as truſted me wich 
1s Councils : It 1s cerraih T was never cut out for a Politician. This 
Reverend Abbot has engag'd me in a fine bus'nefs. When Roſamond told 
me in Confeition of the King's Addreks to. her, and I acquainted his 
ordihip with it, he oblig*d me to perſuade her ſhe ought not to reiiſt 
the Importunities of her Prince, leſt her Obſtinacy ſhould occaſion his 
Death, and Royal Murther was a dreadful thing : But what's the rea- 
on cf his making me teli the Queen of it? He fays 'cis to revenge our 
Patron Beck : 1 know not what it may come to; he has promis'd nje 
Preferment, and my Conlcience muſt tubmit to my Ambition. 
Ot. fhe's here. — — How hall I deliver my felf ? - Pm a curſed 
Orator.— --Pil put ſome hard words together, which will found 
2 Rhetorick. and that may paſs for Learning it Ihe underſtands *em 
not. ———TFal, Sacred Myjeſty. 
C21. The lound of Health to a departing Wretch 

{5 not more welcom than ſuch happy Company, 

The true Reſtorativeto a ſick Mind, 

vince all the Phyſick which the Soul requires 

Dwels in your Breaits. 

Birtr, likall believe anon Tm not the perſon I took my ſelf for. 
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Queen, Where have you left the Abbot 2? [ 

Bertr, In his Cell, | | 
Where onthe co'd hard Pavement he was paying 
His zealous Orilons to ail the Saints | 
For the Proſpericy of the 7!luftrious Prince, | 
Your Royal Son. | : 

uern, How much he binds me to himr!. 

Bertr, Now for my lofry Styte. 

If the Nation may it pical? Auguſt Majeſty, 
Could but comprehend 'the bis, anion Qualifications 
Of h*s inditpurals.e Underſtanding, they wou'd 
Ven«: ir» the indulgence of his SanEity. ' 
«..n | dobeneve you, Father, 

Bur ». Nay I dare be bold tofay; nay more, affirm ; 
And what iz mo:e, confirm, 'That it the 
Worthy Preiident he jets Mankind were follow'd, 
There would be vatt ſincerity of Conſcience, 

And the Age or Worid (which you pleaſe) would not 
Sotranſcendently abound with Knaves and Viilains. 
ween, Go on, Father: 

Bertr, Whether | can'or no 2'——No Abbor yet ! —— I ſhall be 
bafled*preſentiy. 

ucen, Why do you pauſe ? why are you thus concern'd ? 

Bertr. How ſuouid it be otherwile, with protound ſubmiſſion, when 
the ſacred Ornaments of yotr Countenance appear not ſo ſublime as 
wial ; but the Rays of Dignity fatfer as-it were under the repugnance 
of an Ec:ypſe? hum, hum. | 

veen. "The abſence of the Prince is grievous to me. 

Bert. Ay, Madam; you have mention'd the only Star that grac'd our 
Horrizon; to be depriv'd of him, is enough to put the conliderating 
part of the Nation into Lacrimary ſhowrs, and itupifying ſadneſs. 
Enter Abbot, or { muſt Ex, | 

een. ] am amaz'd! 
You ſeem to hint ar dangers, and call up 
My Blood which crouds roo tait about my heart, 
And makes it pant with an unuſual terror. 
No pain is ture like that of Apprehenfion : k 
Theretore, good Father eate me of it quickly ; - 
Pour in. a Balm upon my bleeding wounds, | 
Reftore my Health, and give my Tortures eafc. 


Enter Abba, 


Bert. He's come ta good time for I am har:d with th: aporehcnes 
fion-of the fury of her dupleafure.” © e979 s 
Abbot. The hours of Peace, Eternal Blefiings wait you 
May all your Prayers he heard, your Wyhes Crown'd, | 
And eonltant happinels attend *cm both. Queen, - 
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wen. ?Tis kindly wiſt®d; but anſwer me, my Lord, 
Pray, and be ſincere ; wave Hoy nicees, ? | 
And tell me plainly. whither yon good Man 
Is not dillempered in his mind? 
Abbt. Far from 1t, on my Word. 
Bert. Nay, if {be thiaks me mad for a little impertinence, 
What will the think of the Church that's never at quiet ! 
Eb). Le has ſhot too far, I find it by his looks; 
SH it is always when he does amils. | 
Bert, flow cou'd I help ic? You might! have come ſooner, before 
my Rhetorick tyred, and have hindred the ſtumbling of my under- 
{tanding. 
Abbot. Be filent ; PII fetch you off. 
Your Majeſty it ſeems 1s ignorant of what 
This Holy Man is blefsd withal : 
His Faſting, Watching, Praying, conſtant Penance, 
Pulld down from Heav'n the gift of Prophely. 
wen, Indeed, my Lord ! 
Bert, I did Propheſy a Lye mult help me cruly. 
u2n, He ſeem'd conceri'd for my Son's fatety. 
Abbot, 1 f2ar'd as much: Then all the Truth is out, 
Why &id you not avoid the Royal preſence ? 
It was not fit the Queen ſhould know it yet; 
Bal-blz no more, *tis of ill conſequence. 
Bert, What, has he loſt his Beads|he's ſo teſty ? 
Did not you tell me the Queen —=— 
Abby. Peace. 
Bert. Good Lord, what's the matter now ! 'I'is hard that one Churc!:. 
man can't know the bottom of another. 
Queer, Why do you rate him thus ? Is it not fit, 
Tf ought concern my ſafety, that I know it? 
Be quick, and do not tritle with my expectation ; 
I ſhall forget the Sanction of your Robe, 
And flight what I eſteem'd. 
Abboz. Pardon me, Royal Miſtrils; 
{ would not for the World offend that goodneſs : 
But this is fuch a Tale, which I muſt cell, . 
Will chill and ſtagger every ſence about you: 
Therefore it I do lagg in my Confteflion, 
Think it not want of. Duty, but of Courage ; 
For, O, I dread the fatal conſequence - 
Which muſt attend the impreſffton it will make. 
_—_ Go on, and fear not ; 
For I've a Soul ſo near Divinity, 
T can behold the worſt that Fate can'do, 
And Langh at the Decree. 


Abbot. 
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Abbo. Then 'iſten, for 1 talk of wondrous things; 
When Kings, to prove their fondneſs of a Son, 
Expote him to the Toy! of Camps and Wars, 
And danger is a mark of 'their eſteem. 
Then yours is much belov'd. 
It, when a Yrince has got the Peoples Love, 
And all their Jubilees expreſs his Name, | 
The Father, to indulge their kindnels to him, | 
Sen.ls him abroad to keep himin their mind, 
1hen ours is ſtrangely worſhip?d. 
Queen, ta ! 
Bert, What a rare pair of Pellows is a Canting P:izſt! 
She blazes aiready. 
 _ Fbb4r, \f when a King with Sacred Marnage tyr'd, 
To ſhew how much yet {till he hugs'thac chain 
On a trefh- Eeauty pours his longing Soul ; 
And jerous cf her Rage whom he ;þs wrong d, 
Removes all means by which ſhe might Revenge; 
it this be proof that Wedlock. he admires, 
41hen you are jultiy us'd. 
Q1cen, How now ; what ſay'ſt thou! Is my Bed abus'd ? 
Or is my Son remov d leaft he ſhould right me ? 
Lay by thy cunning Rhetorick, and be plain; 
Wind not my Weakneſs up with Preparation, 
To make my Paftion more extravagant, 
It nzeds it not ; 1 want no Fire to keep my Anger up : 
A Royai Spi:it-has a Pride that teeds it. 
Aovvit. ? Tis a ſad Truth indeed; bur ſo it is, 
The Lord of CF r4?s Daughter, Rijamond, 
Wears the King's Heart, and you are but a Cypher. 
C01, How know'ſt chou this, what certainty 2 ha! ſpeak... 
4v55t, This Hoty Father is her Contelilor, | 
Bert, What wiii become of me: 
Avbat, With vaſt reluftancy he did reveal it, 
Upon my promiſe I would nere diſcloſe it ; 
And now he ſhakes to find him{e'f betray'd. 
Queen, Come hither Prieſt. 
Bert, Oh, Lord ! 
Queen, Come hither ;, what do'ſt ſtart at ? 
Canſt thou condut me where theſe Lovers meer ? 
Bert. Not tor the Worid. 
Queen, Better thy Soul were out ot, 
Come Abbot, make him guide us 
Where in each others Arms this pair are clalp'd, 
ThatI may cut the wilted folds ander. 


Bert. Oh ! I ſhall bs hang?d for being of thir Corn:2l, and be-- 
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traying it afterwards. Abl 
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Abvot, Oh, give not way to this deſtruftive Rage; 
We hall be all undone by this raſh ac: 
Have Patience, and ſee further. | | 
Quern. What! do'!t thou lay my body on the fire, 
And bid me bear its flames wich whining Patience, 
When 1 may quench it with a Rivals Blood 2 
Abvot. O horrid Reſolution! 
Would you add Murder to Adultery, 
And make your ſelf as wicked as the King ? 
Qucen. Why did(t thou tell me then this curſed ſtory * 
Bert. I ct Heav'n Revenge you. 
Queen. I'll not ſtay folong. 
Abbot, The Church ſhall Right you. 
weer, Both are too tedious Pe me: 
Belides you tear ( although you hate.) che King, 
And as your Intereſt leads, you will dire&; 
No, you have light the Brand, and ſhall partake 
'ihe heat ont. 
Abbot. 1; tit our Piety ſhould be expos'd in ſuch a {hamefyl cauſe? 
Unon our Knees, 2 $f 
Bert. Ay, upon our Knees, Ke) 
Queen. Ist fit your _ ſhould be expos'd ? 
Is't tit my Dignity ſhould be abus'd ? 
Thus ſtill your Churches Credit you] maintain, 
No matter what we ſuffer, if you Reign : 
But ſince my Soul you've ſet upon the Rack, 
And touch'd my Love, Fil my own meaſures take, 
Give my Eyes proof of what your "Tongues have told 
Think not to ſhun me, by your Robes Pil hold ; 
And if I find my Peace you have abugd, 
Never were Hereticks fo baſely us'd 
By your Church Tyranny, as you ſhall be byme ; 
Away, be gone, lead on, avaunt Hipocrity. 
"Exeurt, turning to each, and puſhrng Bertrard. 


Scene opens, Roſamond Reading. 


RojJam. How am I alter'd! how eſtrang'd of late ! 
Virtue has ta'ne her flight, and Innocence, 
The bright, the oniy Jewel of the Sex, 
Flies this polluted place as from Infection. 
Oh! Honour, what a dreadful loſs thou art, 
{nd yet how hard to keep from what we Love: 
How diſmal ?tis to think of what I've done! 
Should he prove falſe now, change like other Men, 
And only Triumph o're his Wrerched Conqueſt, 


How much more dreadful will my loſs appear. Oh? 


- 
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Oh! could Men gueſs the terror we endure, 
What *rwixt our Honour and our Love we fuffer 
They ſure would prize each generous Maid much more, 
And, as their Souls, indulge them to the laſt. 
Aſpatia. 

Aſpa, Madam. 

Roſa. Sing me that Song I gave thee th*other day, 
And if thou canſt, charm me into a ſlumber. 


Enter Abbet and Queen. 


Abbot. Behold your Rival, and ſurvey her glory; 
But not a word of Bertrard, or of me. 
ueen. Be gone. 
Abbot, No; Pll behold the rancour of thy Malice, 
Thy thirſt of Blood, and moſt infatiate Fury, 
Now Roſamond thou dieſt, or elſe Revenge 
Lags in itsCourſe; No, run thy full career, 
The maſter ſtroke of my deligns lic here. 
Roſa. What do I ſee! or is't an Apparition' 
My Blood runs backward to my frightned Heart, 
And ſomething tells me that my Fate is near. 
Queen, Appear thou Fairy Queen, and ſummon up 
Thy Hoſt of Spirits to defend their Charge ; 
For I am come to ſnatch away thy Glories, 
Ditlolve thy Charms, and hurl thee to deſtruction. 
Roſa, Why, Madam, this to me 2 What have I done 
To move thoſe Frowns, or urge theſe angry words ? 
Queen, You to my Anger are it ſeems a Arn 
But with my Rights are very intimate : 
What canſt thou fee defective in this Face, 
That you dare vye for Place, or hope for Conqueſt? 
Roſa. You plunge mie ſtil! in wonder and amazement: 
I ever pay'd that awſul Head ſuch Duty 
As is expeted by a Crown from Subjects : 
Bur if Gino evil Tongue has blacken'd ine, 
To make me odious in your Royal looks, 
I cannot help the bafensls of my Foes ; 
But I ſhall ſtill adore, tho' I am fcorn'd. 
ueev, Oh! that this wretch, this indigeſted heap 
Of crouding Beauties, which do each outvy 
For Place and Praiſe from the admiring World, 
Should have a Soul fo unworthy oi its Frame z 
How poorly doſt thou ſtrive to hide thy Faults, 
And thake for what the better part o'th' Sex would boaſt ot. 
Laſt Night, laſt Night, canlt thon deny the Blethngs, 
When in the Arms of my molt Freacherous Lord Ent 
FE Y 3X 
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You Langll d and Revelld the ſhort hours away, 
WhiPit 1 in 5znorance expecting lay * 

R/a. Oh, Tam iolt ! 


Rz{a 
Qucn, Thou art indeed: 
But my Revenge 6 ſtarvd ; 
thy Liz's too little ro appeaſe its hunger : 
i would contrive fome way, if poſlible, 
To be as long in torturing thy Soul, 
As the Remembrance of thy Crimes will mine. 
Ro{3, Will you not hear me ſpeak ? 
Q:7, What cant thou plead, 
What urge in thy Defence, thou guilty fair one ? 
Faſt thou not Rob'd me of my Souls beſt thought? 
For ever torn my intereſt from his Love ? 
Script me of all my Wiſhes, all my Joys, 
DPextncd his Ears to my complaining Soul, 
And !lockd up every paſlage to his Heart? 
Ri, Tihun'd him, long was deaf to his deſires, 
Avoid: d kim as an approaching Plague, 
For we. I ſaw the tatal conſequence: _ 
To an excels ef Rudenels I abjurd him ; 
Nay, yet have oy liſtned to his Love. ; 
(6-7, By Hell "ris falſe : thou haſt enjoy'd it to, 
think'{t thou to blunt my Rage by this denyal? 
%.0, 1 am too well convinc'd of what 15 paſt: 
!heretore prepare thy felt for what's to come. { Draws a Dagger. 
Riſa, Oh ! Mercy. | 
Queen, Mer CY, 
Canft thou dehire to live, and I in being ' 
Methinks thou thould'ſt intreat me to diſpatch, 
Coniidering what a Plague 1 jhall be to thee : 
When firſt I heard the Name of Reſamond, 
! *hougiit to find an Amazonian Spun, 
One thar dar*'d Cope with injur'd Majeſty, 
And itand the proot who beſt deſerv'd a King : 
But 1 have err'd, tor he has choſen one, 
The Relict of ſome poor halt ſtary'd Plebean, 
Dreis'd up with Pageant greatneſs, to allure 
tne Roving Appetite of a looſe King. 
Roſa. T held as Rich, as Pure, and Noble Blood 
As any of my Sex, till this Curs'd Change 
Sullied my Veins, and ſtain'd my Camily. 
Queer, The Sacrifice will be the Nobler fort: | 
Prepare. [ Holds the Dagger uf; 
Roa. Mult I chen dye? Ii 
is there no pity left ® 
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Bueen, Baryſh the thought, Mercy and I are Strangers : 
Yet e're thou goeſt, I charge thee to abjure his Name, 
Quit all Pretenſions to him, 
Curſe him before the Pangs of Death come on, 
For hurrying thee to Hell before thy time. 
Roſa, No, I will bleſs him to my utmoſt gap, 
Groan forth his Name, as he has tigh'd out mine; 
Think on the Kneeling hours he has wept away, 
[The many charming words that mov'd my Hearr, 
The mighty changes that my Smiles and Frowns 
Have rais'd in his expeting, doubtful Soul ; 
The Tranſports of his Trembling, Fierce Embraces, 
And hug him with ſuch eagerneſs to Heav'n. 
Queen. "Then Face thy Doom. F Moves forwarde 
Roſa. 1 ds: 
I have invok'd the Patron of my Love, 
And now the weakneſs of my Sex has left me; 
Since I muſt die for Love, my Love ſhall arm me, 
{ know his hatred muſt purſue thee for it; 
Nay, I believe he will Revenge me too: 
But ſince I know this A& will Curſe thee from hine, 
Live, and be wretched in his Scorn. 


Queen, So Arrogant! Sink Tow'ring Sorcerefs, 
[ Offers to Stab hey. 


Enter King and Sir Tho. Vaughan. The King ſtops her 


King. O, hold ! it muſt not be, 
Queen. Why doſt thou barr the ſtroke, ungrateful Man, 
Unleſs thou would'ſt employ the point on me; 
Here, ſtrike, I know thou hateſt me Henry ; 
Rip up this Bolom, mangle my fond Heart 
That bleeds for thy unkindnels ; do it quickly, 
And ſhew you have ſome ſparks of pity left. 
King. Be calm, my Queen, huſh up thele jarring Pattons; 
Let not thy Jealouſy exceed thy Reaſon, 
Leſt blab-rongu'd Fame ſhould telkthe envious World 
The irailties of us both. 
Queen. Would I were dead, 
King. Baniſh that with for ever z On, Elearr, 
If I have Sally*d from great Hymen's Laws, 
And furfeited on ſtrange forbidden Fruit, 
Tis I muſt anſwer for the great offence 3 
Why ſhould you ſeek to ſtain your purer hands 
In Violence and Blood? Why to po!lute 
Thy Innocence with Infary and Shame 2? 


of 
E 2 Hoſe, 


> TE Henry the Second, 


Roſa. What is't I hear ! Nay, then would Death had reach'd me. 
Afzae. 
Queen. How can you fatter thus, and ſhe in hearing 2? Lo 
I know ?tis only to delude my Rage, 
"Tis Nobler killing me, than thus to cheat me; 
When I am gone, without controul 
You and your Paramour in Sin may triumph, 
While poor negleted I, your ſlighted Queen, 
Sleep quiet in the cold and filent Earth: 
King. Oh, dreadful Tryal, 
How can I comply with Fuſtice here, 
And not deſtroy what moſt I covet there ? [ Afede, 
Roſa. He's at a ſtand, his Love has time to think; - 
Nay then, I find he cools, and I am loſt, | [ Aſide. 
veer. I do but hinder you from your deſires, 
And tho? my Soul is put upon the wrack 
When I loſe any ſhare in your affection, 
Yet ſince you covet it, I will retwe. 
King. Stay, Eleanor, and be convinc'd at laſt 
Thy Power is Abſolute, and yields to none ; 
That I have Lov'd her, with a bluſh I own; 
Nay, doated to, with vaſt exceſs of longing ; 
But ſure it was ſome vile Enchantment rid me: 
The SpelF's diffoly'd by thy more powerful Charms, 
And I'm aſham*d of my Infatuation. 
Roſa. Oh, faithleſs, perjur'd, and ungrateful Monſter! 
Queen. Can this be real ? 
King. By Heav'n the Tide of Love has run its higheſt, 
And all Defire is Ebbing., X 
£«een. But the next flood the torrent will return, 
And Roſamond break down your Reſolution. 
King. Impoſſible : b 
There is more pureneſs, fweetnefs, true delight 
In thee, m _— than e're I found 
In all the Wilds and Salleys of my Life. 
Queer. Oh, bleſſed ſound! 
King. The World has not thy worth ; for in thee 
All that thy Sex can boaſt of is intire. 
Queer. 1 do believe you, tho' I know *tis feign'd, 
Yet I will ſeem tranſported with the change, 
And ſtab my Rival with the ſight of it. 
King. Come let us hence, and leave this hated place. 
Queen. I know this ſight mult make you epvy me ; 
But I, in kind return, will pity thee. 


Roſa, Oh King, farwell He 
[ As. they are going Roſamond $v90n:, 

King inrns bas | 
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Sir Tho. O! help, ſhe Swoons. 

King. =, What s _ A 

ueen. a trick to bring you back again : 
A Fx oth? <allecs 5 come py. ord cb, 
King. What ! leave her dying, 'twere unnatural. 
Roſa, oo _ Man ! £ 
ween, The Syren now begins to tune her Magick, 
Andiiay your Promiſe, , 

"King. Oh, Roſamond' 

Queen. Is this well done, my Lord ? 

King. *Twas but the Blair of Love as it expir'd, 
And now 'tis gone for ever: Heart keep thy bounds, 
And do not ſhew my falſhood at my Eyes ; 

This 1s the rigidſt Task I ever met with : 
I Torture ail the Comfort of my Life, 


To pleaſe the moſt vexatious thing, a Wie. [ Exenrt. 
Sir Tho, Madam, Madam, won't you ſpeak ? The King's gone, 

Ben't frigtned ſo, *twas only to blind the Queen ; 

He Loves you ſtill aboye all. by 


Roſa. Why have you call'> me back to miſery, 
To endlefs trouble, and eternal ſorrow ? 
Sir Tho. Nay, I don't know what to think on't; 
I fear we're yadone. 
Roſa, Cursd be the chance that ſpar'd this hated Life: 
Curs'd be the hour when' firſt my Soul gave way, 
And drank the Philtre of his baneful Tongue: 
May Night for ever cloud me from the World; 
May the vile wretched name of Roſamond 
Sink: through the Leaves of Memory for ever. 
Sir Tho, Be comforted, good Madan ; 
(Oh, what will become of me!) [ Afrde. 
All may be well yet. 
Roſa. Hence Bawd, thou Penſioner of Hell, 
Betrayer of all Innocence and Virtue, 
Thy Soul muſt anſwer for the wrack mine ſuffers : 
Oh, Flattering King! Oh, Curs'd diſlembling Sex ; 
That can for Months and Years lye at our Feet, 
And Sigh and Swear, Adore us, and Intreat ; 
Promils whatever we'll Impoſe, Invent, 


And look as what they faid they really meant; 

But when our frail and tender tempers move 

Fo Recompence with what their Souls moſt Love z 

So quickly with the long'd for Feaſt they're cloyd; 

That always ſhe that gave it was deſtroy'd. Exit. 
Sir Tho. So, now have I time to repent before. 


Im hang'd; and that's al 
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Exter Abbot. 
bit. Confuſion on this Reconcilement / all's undone ! 
Who's that ? Sir Thermas Vaughan ? Oh, Ill work him, 
Fow is't, Sir Tvomas © | 
Sir The. Why, preparing tor the other World, Father, 
And you are come to give me a helping hand': 
"is very hard, wecan neither live without you, 
MNor dic WiEnOUE YOU, 
-1bbor, Oh, I gueſs what you mean ; the Diſcov'ry 
Ol R./..4, and the King being reconcil'd 
"o the (ucen, makes you apprehend her Anger 
Tay be fatal : but fear not, Fil make your 
Peace tnere. 4 | 
>. 7-1, Why you might do'a good thing for once in your life: 
iba; ] will. Bur do you think this Change 'th' King isreal 2 - 
Sir Toe. | hopenot. | 
£6547. I'm fure not ; he's gone into! his Cloſet, 
And haslete the Queen abruptly ; follow him, 
And I'll attend the Queen; we'll meetan hour | 
Hei:ce, and then conter. | ( Ext, 
Sir Too. With all my heart, Fm more glad to hear they're parted 
already, than the Queen could be at his leaving Roſamond, Chear up, 
Sweer heart, he's thine ſtill : What a Ppx ! be hang'd in the firſt year 
of my Pimping! How ſhould Favourites get Eſtates at that rate ? For 
all this, 1 don't like this fame Abbot : I thoughe there was no good to. 
wards, when I faw Him and the Queen coming to this place ; and 
theretore call'd the King to prevent the!Miſchiet I tear'd. This may be 
il yeot his and only a detign to ſeadime to the King juſt now in his 
rage, tO difparch me immediately. Ng matter, I venture, 
| | 
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ACT: IV. 
SCENE I.” 


Enter Abbor. 


% 


mes rs to be ſhipwreck'd in the ſight of Harbor, 
Juſt when T'd perfected my great Deſign, 
Throws up the Gall with that impetuous force, 

I burn, I rave, I ſhall grow made with Anger. 

Had ſhe been murder'd, what a Scene had follow?d ! 
What wild Diſtractions, and ungovern'd Rage / 

All would have been embroil'd Should now the Kins 
(As poflibly he may) find out the drift, 

Ruin, Eternal Ruin were my Doom. 

I was afraid of Bertrard ; but he?s firm, 

Fix*d to my Cauſe, and yielding to my Will. 

Let me conſider, Ha: the King! 


Enter King, Verulam (as from France) Suſſex, Aumerie, G»2rds, &Cc. 


King. Are all his Vows of Duty, Loyalty, 
Obedience come to this ; Surely the Ciime's Infeaed, 
The Witchcraft of Rebellion taints the Air, 
And all who breath it ſuck the foul pollution. 
Abbo. Sure there is miſchief towards, ha! Yerrlam ! 
Nay, then my Friends in France have match'd my wiſhes. 
Veru, The whole deſign was form®d long ſince in Hel:; 
It was fo black, the Inſtruments fo miny, 
We ſcarce had Landed, when the factions Peovie, 
Headed by their Officious, _Fauning Guides, | 
With Univerſal Acclamations welcom'd 
His fate Arrival ; Every one outvied 
Which ſhould be foremoſt in his Adoration: 
They look'd upon him as one ſent from Heav'n 
_ Tobe their Patron, thew Deliverer. 
_ Kmg. Go oh 
Veru. Still as we paſt through any Town or Village, 
The Windows, Tops of Houſes fwarm'd with people 
To gaze upon the entrance of their Deity. 'S 
King. The uſual method of the Giddy Rabble. 
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Very, When we had reach'd the City, at the Gates 
A Train of ſleek, ſmooth, beauteous Youths appear'd, 
The G viimedes and Hylaſles o*th' Covents 
Array'd like Angels all in pureſt white : 

Theſe paſt ; a numerous Hoſt of Lazy Singing-men 
Chanted out 1 Peans, in his praiſe : | 

Behind, in Ranks, the Jolly well-fed Brothers 

O'h ſeveral Orders, in their Sacred Veſtments, 
The Banners of their Founders ſtill diſplay*d; 
Trudg'd heavily along ; each lolling on his Fellow | 
With Reverend Waddle, blowing as they ſtalk*d, 

Puft*d ovt his Name, and blefs'd the good young Prince. 

King. Ten thouſand Devils tear 'em fort, 

Abvor. Ten thouſand Angels hug ?em for't. 

 Yeru. Thus it continued till we gain'd the Palace, 
Where a new Scene begins ; The Crouds of Gentry | 
That waited there to offer Fealty, 
Wou'd poze Arithmetick to ſum *em up. 
Theſe offer'd him the Crown. 

Ring. How now ! 

Abvot, Why, now ?tis as it ſhould be. 

Veru, He thankfully accepted the kind offer, 

Embrac'd *em, ſpoke 'em fair, and promis'd fairer ; 

Nay, at their parting, ſervilely attended 'em, 

Even to the outward Gate of the throng'd Court, 
Avbor. Blels'd be the Prieſts that taught him lo much breeding. 
Veru, The Ceremonious day now being ended, 

And he withdrawn to reſt, t thought it time 

To ſpeak my Soul, and let him know his Error. 

Kmg. How did he bear it from you ? 

Feru. Knitting his Brows, with a Majeſtick Frown 

He told me, I was Sawcy, Malepert, 
And border'd upon Treaſon; He was of Age, 
Nor did he want a Tutor ; Bad me be gone 
On tortcit of my Lite: Then laying his hand 
Upon his Sword, he let theſe words eſcape : 
Think'it thou I will retule the gift of Heav'n, 
And what the People court me to poſſeſs ? 
No: Fil alert my Right againſt the World : 
And here ſhake off ail curbing tyes of Blood. 

King. No more ; 

He ſhall be whipd into his Duty, Verulam, 
What. dare me to the Combar. Inſolent Boy 
He thall not find -I am enervated, 


}.ct all the Ports immediately be i{top'd, | [ToSuſlex. 

Ser up the Royal Standard, Summon all into the Field, 

'7is 1, your King, Command it. | [To cone 
#+ | 
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Pll face this Rebel, meet this young Uſurper; 
Scourge from the Earth this Peſt of Human kind, 
And be a Terror to| the Univerſe. 
But haſte, ſee all things got in readineſs, | 
I will ſet forth to morrow, | 
Verul. 1 fly, my Lord.  [Exeunt all but the King and Abit. 
King. Oh Roſamond! - | 
The Wrongs that I have done thee, cry aloud-;" 
The horrid Vows and fearful Imprecations 
By which I wor-thy Virtue to comphance, 
Have made Appeal to a more righteous Judge, 
And fall in Showrs of Vengeance on my Head. 
_ "Abbot. This is above my Wiſhes. Up, Diffimulation ; 
Sweet Flattery, with all thy Pomp attend my words, 
That I may gain belief. | [Seems £0 22297 
King, How | can he weep? are Miracles not ceas'd 2 
Abbot, Who can forbear, that ſhall behold you thus 
Loaded with Grief, o'er-prefs'd with Miſeries 2 
The moſt invet'rate Heathen to our Faith, 
The Stranger to Humanity or Pity, 
Would grow a Statue, turn a Niobe, 
It he but knew how much the King was injur'd. 
King. Oh wondrous Converſion ! 
Abbot. I came to gratulate the Vidory 
O'er your unlawful Loy 
And thought to find aan FF ſerene and gay, 
Shining with Luſtre, crown'd with a Rewarg ; : 
Not all the Noble Virtues of your Soul | 
Hurry'd into a Storm. Oh diſmal ſight ! _ 
King. Am [I fo alterd they from what I was ? 
Look, view me well ; I find no alteration ; 
My Pulle keeps time, my Vigor is the ſame, 
And I am now as much the King as ever. 
Abbot. Your looks are ſtill Auguſt, your Perſon Sacred: 
Yet, when the Sun is mantled up in Clouds, 
Andday iſhuts in before the wonted Hour : 
People are ſtruck with Wonder and Amazement, 
With Fear obſerve, and doubt the dreadtul Change. 
King. You would infer, it ſeems, I am ecclips'd: 
' But asthat Sun you mention'd does regain 
From diſmal Darkneſs a more iplendid Light 
Ey'n fo will I, ſpight o*th' United Power 
Of Hell and Earth, confpir'd againit my Crown, - 
Though my raſh Son heads their Rebellious Rage. 
Abbor# What ſays my Lord ? 
oure the ſweet Prince is innocent. 
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King. Thou i2emiit a Stranger to. 
Abvvot: I heard that Mutiny was on the Wing, 
And 'Trenfon Lacquey'd it on evry fide; 
But that your Son, Him whom you made iQ Great; 
Should fide with ?tm, 15 moſt Unnatural. 
King. Few proclaim'd their King, and Ia Tyrant. 
Abbot. Indeed | I;t poitible! O piercing Sound ! 
My trembling Knces give way, they ſhake with Horror. 
King. It this bare Ta'e can pierce thy flinry Breaſt, 
Call up Remorſe and pity to thoſe Eyes ; 
It thou ſhould {t know the Burden of my Lite, 
"T would fink thee quick into eternal Darkneks. 
Abbot. Nlzs! Ipity you! Indeed T do. 
Heavn knows how much I grieve tor your Afictions. 
King. Do I not ſtand accursd at Rome for Murther,. 
Though all good Men do know my Innocence? 
My Son Rebels, and an vnnatral War is at thedoor, 
While wild Diſtraction reigns within my Place. 
But theſe I could endure: | | 
But, Oh! the loſs of Roſamond ! that's Mortal: 
Avbot. Indeed, my Lord, itis a mighty Trial, 
'Thus to cait oif the lovely beauteous Creature, 
Whoſe Soul was fraught with Dotage on your Perſon, 
Whoſe all of Study was your Royal Pleaſure 
King. Has Beauties Power then influenc*d thy Breaſt.? | 
Avbor, ] wouid not foil that Beauty with Detraction ; | 
Nay, I muſt pity, though I dare not help her; 
Could almoſt with I were of Femporal Kind, 
To ſhew how I would ttrive to ſerve you both. 
King. Oh charitahle Father ! now thou work'ſt me; 
Preach on this Subject, I will ever litten : 
My Soul as ro an Oracle ſha'l truſt, 
And with implicit Faith i] ever tervethee. 
Abbot. As I'm a Man, I muſt confeſs 
I do admire the Sex, though Pm deny'd 'em ; 
Pity the tender Fair, when 1n diſtreſs, 
And fancy, it I had ever Lov'd, | 
*T'wou!ld have deitroy'd me to have loſt the Charmer: 
But Roam n!, indeed, the is a wonder; 
The Single Fondiing of the Univerſe: 
Her Sexes ey, and the Pride of Heav®n. 
King. Wonder on, wonder ſtill. 
Abbot. T faid, the Fondling of the Univerle. 
The fence!cls Babe, when in its Nurſes Arms 
In ſees her paſs, ſprings forward towards the/fair ohe, «4 
W_caves the lov'd Breaſt to gaze upon her Face ; 


Nay, evcn the wither?d, Antiquated Sire, 
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Half dead with Age, and hanging on his Crutch, 
If he behoids her, teels new Sap thoot up, 
His ſhrivell'd Veins inlarge, and Strength comes on 
Forgets his Props, anq Limps to worthip her. 
King. Art thou my Rival, ha 2 
Aboat. Who ? I my Lord! 
King. None but a Lover could deſcribe her thus; 
And yet thy praite falls ſhort of her perfection : 
thou yet haft only touch'd her outward {harms ; 
Bute, Oh! the inward beauties of the Mind, 
The temper of her Soul, Jure none can match : 
So mild a Nature, and fo ſokt a Frame, 
So ſweet a Spirit, ſo ſecure from Anger, 
That even Oppretion ſcarce can raint her calmneſs: 
One wou'd te.ieve Patience and Courteſy 
Had lete the 1eir o'tn? /orid, and -center'd there, 
Avogt, Yet afr2: all thels Graces which you've nam'd, 
To icave her, 'tis a matchlefs Virtue fare. 
King. Pa! Leav. her faid*{t thou ? 1s't poſlible 7 
Speak Farr, and 2 meicitul a little, 
'Tiz ng 4 dreadty! Sih to T.ove this Angel 2? UT 
FT-'7 nou'd be wo: ſhip'd. 
| /{4;. You are Marricd. 
..g. Curlc on the horrid Yoak. 
Abvit. And yet -- +-- 
King. What? Oh, Comfor: Prieſt, and Pll reſign my Crown; 
The Church Jhal. govern all. [ Sure that will bribe thee |, ci{eae. 
Abbot. "Twas a {irange Marriage ; She only was Divotg'd 
When you eſpouz'd her, —— dhe partiy was anothers. 
King. Nay, I did never think our Maritage Lawiul ; 
What think you Holy Sir? : 
Abbit, 1 dare not Anſwer. 
King. Nay, do not leave me here thus doubting. 
Abvot, ?Þs.not an Office fuiting with my Function, 
To ſow a difference. 
King. No, make up one, where Love is molt concern'd. 
Avbet, Ask a Civilian. 
King. Ha' : 
Abvbat. What have I ſaid ! alas, I meant not fo. — _ 
King, Nay, tiy not back, By Heav'n I've caughe thy words, 
And hold %*em faft in memory : I will have eaſe immediacely. 
Abbot. Have patience, Sir, let not my tolly— - 
King. In vain you urge ; By Heav'n Fll know how far 
1can be tree : | | 
Why have I cheriſh*d up this Plague fo long ? 
I coupled with a filry when I Married, 


Compar'd to R!/amond, that All of fweetnels ; | 
7. V's 
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We have ingender'd Vipers, which dire brood 
Suck'd from the Mother Gall inſtead of Milk ; 
They thirlt for Blood, and hunger after Lite, 
But I will ſhake 'em from me, yes, I will : 
This ſtorm once paſt, all thall be huſh and calm. 
Abvzt. T have out-gone the Rules of Holy Orders ; 
My over Zeal made me forget my ſelf. 
X;no. } of not the Reputation you have gain'd, 
Nor {tive to alter what I have decreed, 
She ſhall be mine ; the Goddefs thall be mine, 
'Tho' halt the Iſle fall as a Sacrifice, * - 
Spizht of all Laws both Human and Divine, 
il win my Love, or peryh at her Shrine, 
Avit. ie's caught : 
The great Leviathan 1s caught ; 
Now let him Roar, and fill! the Air with clamour, 
Spout up an Ocean, laſh himſelf with Rape, 
And Foam with' ſmart of his deep piercing Wounds. 
Oh ! thou dear Manes of my Vatron Becker, | 
It what I'm doing's worthy in thy Eye, 
Smile on thy Vaſlal toyling tor Revenge; 


Enter Queen and Attendants. 


Queen, He is abus'd, ſome Villain has abus'd him, 
His Temper eaſie as the Down of Turtles, 
Fitter for Dallyance and a Lady's Chamber, 
Than the gude hardihips of deftrutive War. 
What ſay you, Father, is he not impog'd on ? * 
Some Paraſite, ſome moſt officious Knavye, 


Whoſe Trade of Life is falſhood, has been buſy 


About the King, and whiſper'd his utidoing. 


Abot. 1 wiſh I knew the Villain for your fake; | 


| But there's no hopes appearing, 


A fearful Combination holds againſt us, 

Ot many Heads and Hands 1n this deſign, 

All which are Rivitted to our Deſtruction. 
Queen, Poſt thou fulpet my Son 2? 
Abbot. Not for the World. 

I have examin'd thorowly the Canſe 

Of this Diſorder, and 1 find, or - 

My Judgment errs, Hts being well receiv'd- 

By the kind Normans was the ſource of all: 


And envious Verulam, who was mpog'd 


Over the Prince to ſnub him like a School boy. 


| Ex, Kivp. 
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Queen, What oy the Father. Was he planted with him 
To overlook, and govern all his Actions ? 
Abbot, So the King deſign'd ; 
But the Brave Youth finding his inſolence, 
Diſcharg'd his Diligence, ſent hiny fretting homme, 
Fraught with Complaints, for being juſtly ſlighted ; 
Nor has he wanted to incenſe the King, 
With a feign'd Tate, larded with tuppoſitions, 
Thar he aſpires the Soveraign Power of Rule. 
een. But ſure, good Father, this is not all, 
There's ſome more powerful Cutz ; 
Why elfe this noife of Drums, and found of Trumpets * 
This hurry and confuſion in the Court ? 
Avvoet. Ah, Madam, there's a Myſtery in that 
Which few Men knowy, and thoſe cawt prevent it. 
Queen, Do not conceal a tittle from me. 
Abbot. The Subject, will offend you. 
een, Nothing but ſilence can. 
Avvot, Pray give me leave humbly to ask a Queſtion, 
How parted you this Morning ? 
ven, With all the kindnets, tenderneſs imaginable ; 
The long Arrears of Love are fully pay'd, 
And I ſuſpe& no more. 
Abbot, Then I have. done. 
Queen. ?Tis poſſible you! thought 
He long?d and hanker'd after Roſamond ; 
No: His Hearts mine, he gave me full poſieſſion ; 
And PII ſecure none ſhall invade the Truft. | 
Abbot. What pity 'tis ſuch Goodnels ſhould be wrong'd ! 
veeu, Ha ! faid{t thou? 
Abbot, Nothing. ; 
een, Nay, there is ſomething in thee which muſt out : 
Abbot, Why, would you know what would deſtroy your relt ? 
Queen. 1 charge thee by the Sanction of thy Robe 
Speak, tell me quickly, think'ſt thou he is falſe? 
Abbot. Where did you leave him 2? p 
Queen. Going to Councel. 


Abbor. He by this, no doubt,- has both received and given good: 


Advice. 

Queen, Of whom ? To whom ? 

Abbot. Of Roſamond, his Minion, 
Who ſits enthron'd, and ſhining like a Goddeſs 
Within the Glorious Manſion he has built 
At Woodſtock: There uncontroul'd ſhe diftates, 
And he as readily obeys the Tak, 
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Queen, She choſe that place for her Retirement. 
Avb. A Cloiſter had bcen fitter. 
There with ſtrict Diſcipline the might be humble; 
But here ſhe Riots 1n Exces 
Oe, That I ſhould {pare her Lite. 
Abb. It was good Nature, but not Policy, 
T cannot ſpeak tor Tears when I behold you, ' Weeps. 
Tothink what Villanics are hatch'd againft you; 
You and your Royal Iitue are undone, 
Unleſs the Gods be kind. 
ween, It poſithle ! 
Abb, All of us are Embarqu'd in one Calamity ; 
The Church, as well as you, muſt bear her ſhare. 
Queen, How | Where ? In what ? 
bb. Hecannot introduce his innovation, 
His curſtdeſ1gn of Modelling the Church, 
Without Divorcing YOu. 
. Queen, Why doſt thou fear it? 
Avb. It hereturns Victorious, as we'he may, 
| Since the Deiigns his own, then comes the'[ 'yal, 
And * F_—_ {1cceeds Queen Eleas/vr, 
| | ſhiv er with the dreadiv! app: chenf'on ; : 
Burke, Is by er 1iuffer, he will nor 4ong, ni q 14 GIFCal. | 
Avy. Vie that willdo the ON2e, May C0 the Guikr, 
Wha e his Luſt flames high : > 
You lee already, what a ſpecious incans 
ic takes, to blaſt cheir growling Reputation. 
Come, It merell you, that it ieems to me 
To be the Prelude of their Sacritice. 
Qccen. No, Roſamond, the King, my {elt, and the 
Nay, al the World ſhal] periſh, e'r that happen. 


$4 Cl 


I thallgrow eh {ld 3 Iteel Difttraction prefling, : 
Fil Stab her inſtantly. 
Abb, You mult not; h 
'Tis a noily Peath, 'ewill make a Clamor : 
"Moneſt the common People, and fully your good Name. 
teen, Why, would you have her Live: 
zAbv, No, by no means.” 
She s arank Heretick, deſerves to ſuffer 
The worſt of Deaths, and feel fevereſt Torments'; : 
Why do I ſidethus with you elſe, but to 


Intorm you how to prevent yours, 
And the Churches Fate ? *Twill be a Meritorious AR, 
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$ A Glorious Deed, and Heaven mult, ſure, Applaud, Es 
ip? Its Miniſters of Juſtice. Te Ie 8 

$i Nucen. How ! Shall ſhe dye then 2 

i ah, As Vermin do by Poiſon: . 
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It makes no noiſe, and is a certain Servant. | 
ween, But when? 
Abv. Not till to morrow, 
When the Kings abſence will Ai 


The Undertaking, 
veen. How ſhall we gain Admiſſion to tlie Bower ? 


Abb. Leave that to me : Bertrard, her Confeſlor, 
Who time from time has been my Tool, my Engine, 
* Shall be the Inſtrument to Dole the Bane, 


And we, as itanders behold the Deed. 
Queen, By Heav?n ! Tl have the pleaſure on't my ſelf; 


From my own Hand ſhe {hall the Potion Drink, 

For being my Rival, 'ewill torment her more. 

Andq I will Triumph o'r her ſinking. Soul, 

Diſtarb her Dying with my Husbands Name, 

Plague her with thinking ſhe muſt leave him mine ; - 

And !eft the Poiſon too much haſte ſhould make, 

I'll Hezry Sing to keep her Pains awake. { Ex. Queen, 
Abb. Andif her Vengeance from its purpoſe ſtart, 

Stars ! *ris your fault, I'm ſure Pve done my part. (Ex. Abbot, 


Enter King and Roſamond. | 


King. Is't pofible, that ſuch a cruel Thought 
Could ever harbour with my Roſamond 7 
Did you not ſee conſtraint in every part * 
The Agony that Nature ſuffer*d under, 
Fearing the Jealoutſy of an Incenſed Queen 2? 
Roſa, Away: | 
King. As one who views his Friend, ſeiz'd for a Crime. 
Which he himſelf was equal Partner in, | 
He cunningly 1nſinuates to, the Croud, 
Sides with their Prejudice and Clamors loudeſt; 
Till by degrees he moulds”em to his purpoſe, 
And, as a Stranger, pitying the Oftence, 
Flatters their ſurly Natures to diſmils him : ti FS 
So I, by ſeeming to abhor thy Guilt, | 
Shelcer'd my own, and skreen'd thee from her Rage. 
Roſa. You fſav'd me from the Rack to Dye by Fire ; 
Preſerv'd me,only. from her Jealouly,- 
To ſufter by your greater Perjury. 
No; I'm convinc'd you never Jov'd at all, 
Or elſeſo little, you your ſelf ſcarce knew it. 
Xing. By Heav*n, I Love chee more than Love Can ſpeak : 
My Souls uneaſy with the valt excels. 
It fain would throw its fondneſs in.thy Bofom; 


It laoguilhes with pain to tell its Pleaſure. 's 
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Tt fwells with every touch as it would burſt : 
jr longs to ſpeak what it can ne'r expreſs. 
Deſire 1s over-taken by Dethire ; | 
Like Waves they ſwallow up each other ſtill, 
And Wiſhes, like the Sands, are numberleſs. 
Roſa, With Words, lixe theſe, you firit over-power d my Weaknefe, 
Drew me to bat: compiiance with your Falſhood, 
'To loſs of Ronour, kindred, Friends and Fame, 


| And yer, methought, T never ſhould have miſs'd em. « 


I found no want whillt L had Henry's Love, 

Pur wanting that, the World 1s Barren to me : 
Love, like a rough bred Warrior, almott ſtarv'd, 
So full was bent on one reviving Meal, 

Ir ſatiated with greedineſs, not teeding, 

And being in haſte forgot its Benetador. 

Kirg, Put Gratitude has met me inthe way, 
Andient me backco pay my Thanks to Love : 
Oh ! Pardon then thoſe Errors tear Created, 
An let the inward Friendihip of my Soul, 

Plead for the ourward coldnets of Behaviour. 

Ro/a. Oh Flattering Sex ! whole Tongues are at Command 
To Conquer 1till, what e'r their Hearts defire ' 
Why, why, ye Powers, did you on Man beftow 
Suchan unbounded fence, to win our fondneſs, 
And yet 10 little Honour to Indulge it ? 

His Tongue has Charms equal to his Embraces, 
And one 1s by the other ſtill reliev'd, 
That there's no end of Pleaſure where he 1s. 

King. Relentleſs Creature! Is this Womans uſage : 
Can that Divinity hear ſo unmov'd ? 

Some curſed Fiend has {toln upon thy Sleep, 
And chang'd the Nature ot my Roſamond, 

What is it you could chink to ask of me, 

But I'd have granted it before 'rtwas Nam'd ? 
Wilt thou not {peak ? Muſt I begone for ever ?. 
What ! Not a look totell me I may ſtay ? 

If thy proud Heart's too ſtubborn to expreſs it, 
Give me a doubtful glance to keep me here. 

All ! All are ſhut *gainft my intreating Prayers! 
Farewel then, ſince there is no glimpſe of Comfort. [ Retiree. 
My Soul's turn'd Woman, I mult ask again. 
Yet, Roſamond, one Word. She's fix'd ! 


' Oh that ſome Power would Rivet us for ever 


Within each others view, JE 
That ſhe, like me, might have no other ObjeRt. 
Yet e'r I go, for cver Riſamond——— 


Roſas 


wh. 


King of England. 
Roſa. What is it you would have me ſpeak? 
King. Why any thing that will excuſe my {taying. 
Roſa. Icai:not look upon you. 
King. Then turn away, talk to -thy ſelf : 
Let me but hear thee, it I muſ? not ſee thee. 
Roſa. Why ſhould you tempt me to belicve agen, 
Only to load me with a new aftiion? 
Could I be ſatisfied but 'ris impoſitble, 
So we mult part ; there is no Remedy, 
Kimg. *Tis a i1ad Truth indeed : Part! tis refo!!/'d ! 
Alas, I only came to take my leave, 
But fain 1 wou'd have parted Friends with th22., 
Becauſe | thought 1 had no Friend beſide. 
Roſa. And could youthink parting wou'd m2! 1: 
King. No, but I thought our meering mig: 
Roſa, Then why d'ye talk of parting 
King. T know not What I taik of; any thing, let us but talk 
Ry{a. Better be ſilent, ſure, than talk of thart. 
King, Why muſt we not then part ? 
Roſa. Oh never, Henry ! I canhold no longer! 
Be falſe, or faithful, I muit love thee ever. 
[{f we muſt part, bet all upon thy Head ! 
or thus I am reſfolv'd to live' or dye. F EMoraces. 
King. Then let thy Arms grow round me : 
Into thy Soul preſsmine : Tye 'emlo faſt, 
That one may never ſtir without the other. 
Oh! now my Trial comes. Heart, bear this thock, 
And nothing, ſure, can hurt thee. F Aſede, 
Roſa, Why d' you tremble ? | 
Your Blood 15 Summon'd from your Cheeks 
By ſome ſtrange Call ; or havel preſs'd coo hard, 
And kif'd it trom *em 2? 
King. It will not our. 
R:{a. What will nor? 
King. Fate has fo order'd. 
R:{a. How has Fate order'd ? Oh! my Soul boads Ruin ! 
King. Il call it by agentier Name than parting, 
R-{z, Nothing that's gentle is ally'd to it. 
King. We mulſt ſeparate. 
Ro{z. Not when my Arms grow round thee. - 
Kizg. My Stars have loos'd *em. 
Roſa. ?Tis falſe, they claſp thee ſtill. 
King. My Son, in whom | plac'd intire Repoſe, 
Has caft off Duty, and now Heads Rebellion! 
The Fatious Clergy all appiond the Act ! 
His Mother knows, but ſoftens the vile Treaſon ! 
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"Twill bnrft the Barriers of our Loye for ever. 
Ro{a. | et me go with you. 
King. Impoſlible ! 

Thy tender Body cannot brook ſuch uſage, 
As the Neceility ot War throws on us. 
Roſa, Vil like a Page attend you where you go, Þ 
Run by your {ide, and Watch your Sleeping hours, 

And inthe FightFll always meet your Danger; 
Vil ſtep before you as your Fate approaches, 
That when the God of War beholds my daring, 
And ſees he mult through me create his Conqueſt, 
Honour ſhall find it ſelf out-done by Love, 
And bluſhingly reverſe your Deſtiny. 
King. Oh wondrous Conſtancy | 
Heav'n ! Art thou notaſham'd to let us want each other ? 
But we muſt bear it : 
Our preſent pain will make our future Joy, 
And to ſhew much of Love is much to ſuffer+ 
Within this Bower, which purpoſely I fram'd 
For thy ſecurity, thou ſhalt remain * 
The Labyrinths conveyance none does know 
But Vaughan, 
He, and thy Confeffor, are all ſhall waic thee. 
Roſa, Alas, I ſhall not need'em. 
King, Why ? 
Roſa. Oh! I ſhall never ſee thy Face again' 
An evil Dream this Morning entertain'd me, 
And now it is confirm'd, | 
King. Divert thoſe fears, for I ſhall come again : 
lye made a vow to Heav'n, in thy behalf, 
And ſure 'twill Guard us till it is perform'd. 
I'm calld; once more into thy Arms, and [Trumpets ſcund. 
Then to War. Farewel. 
Roſa. Nay, let me fee thee to the Gates. 
Let my fond Eyes the molt o'th? Obje& make: 
Oh that they could ſuch a long ſlumber take, 
ThatI, thy abſence, might in ſleep beguile, . 


Then wake to run with a tranſported ſmile, 


And mee: thee at thy laſt returning Mile. 
| | Excunt, 


ACT. V. 
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| ACT.V. 


p | Enter Abbot and Bertrard. 


Abbot.y T muſt be done ; there 15 no other way : 
We muſt launch out, or ſplit upon the Rock 
Of her Diſpleaſure. 

Bert. Ay, but the King: 

Abbct, Fear not 3 the Wind fits fair, and the auſpicious Gale 
Willin few hours waft him to Normandy. 

Bert. Ay, ay; You've ted me up all along with Fancies, - and made 
me believe the Lord knows what, that I ſhould be promoted and ad. 
vanc'd : I'm in a very fair way indeed, if Hanging will do't. 

Abbor. Thelucky hour is come, accept the Offer, 

And be what thou deſireſt. | 

| Bert. What, becauſe I'm Roſamona?s Confeſlor, and have the Privilege 
of the Bowr, you perſuade me to make my ſelf a Property to the Queens 
Revenge, and be acceſflary' to the Death of my ſweet Charge ? 

Abbot. You take me for a Villain then, it ſeems. 

Bert. It ſeems ſomewhat ſcurvily ; Not that I take You for one, but 
Pm afraid I ſhall be fo. 

Abbot, Go to 3 you are to blame, and I mult chide yeu. 

Whar, think you 1'd impoſe a Falſhood on you, 
Upon the Man I love, my Confident? 

Bert. Oh, ſhe's a furious Queen! I ſhall never forget what a fright 
ſhe put me in; 1 am not come to my ſelf yet, nay, 'tis a Jn He's 20 
ther ever I ſhall. | 

Abbot. 1I tell thee, ſhe's a perfe&t Convert, Brother; 
Moves with my Will, and acts as I direct. 

Come, {hall I tell thee why ſhe courts this viſit ? 

I have enjoyn'd it as a Penance to her, 

To mortihe her Pride, and haughty Humour, 
And work, it poſlible, a Change in Nature. 
Where thou fear'ft Danger, thou ſhalt find it calm 
As Peace it {ct. 

Bert. This s wonderful! 

Abbot. The tim'rous Roſamond ſhall be ſurpriz'd, 
| And with the Armsof Clemency embrac'd; 

'The Lionels and Lamb ſhall yoke together. 

Bert. Ay, but can it be laſting ? | 

Abbot. My Lite tor't. | 
Mark what I ſay, and thou ſhalt find it Truth: 
ThisQueen thou dread'ft, {hall daily viſit her, 
Condole their ſep'rate Lofs in Herry's Abſence ; 

Nay, withthe Bow! of Plenty ſhall cur her; 
2 
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F Each day {hail ſtill beget new marks of Friendihip, 
As this mu't uſher im the happy Union. 
Bert. Why this is from one Extreme to th'other : 
Can Magnicent Majeſty condeſcend to this ? 
Zibbcr, You Toon thall be convinc'd : See there, 
I've been her Puryeyor already : 
Choice Wines and Fruits, the heſt of Nature's Store, 
Are ready to Regale the fair Reciuſe, 
Come, will youdo the Ofhce of a Friend, 
Or ſhall I teil the Queen of your refuial 2: 
Bert, Oh, no, no, by no means. (Ibeheve he's in earneſt, and T wilt 
not baulk my Fortune. 4/i4e,) Bur do you really think in your Soul 1 
ſhall ever live to be an Abbot? 
Liber, The Mirre waits thy own acceptance, Bertrard. 
Bt, Why t uly a Mitre's a fine thing 5 next to a Crown there's 
nothing above it ; ny, I have cfien known the Mitre govern the 
Crown ; and. really 'tis great to govern a Crown ; 'tis part of the 
Churches Prerogative : and though I am bur a little Abbor, I ſhall be 
a rite Abbot, and the Worldis not over-ſtock'd with tite Abbots. Well, 
Father, I am all Obedience, Tl do't. 
A'bot. About it then, 
Bert. What juſt now at this minute / ha! 
Abt. Why doſt thou tremble ſo ? 
Bcrt, Cold, only Cold, nothing elſe. There's no going back now, 
T have given my promiſe ; bnt my mind milgives me plaguily. Iſ ſhe 
«iiders Riſamend, I muſt certainly make up the Chorus : and if, in- 
{icad of a Mitre to enlighten my Brow, I ſhould have a Halter to en- 
circle my Neck, Oh Lord 
fby0t, Who waits ? 


Enter tao Servants, 
Bt, Who are theſe, ha ? They look terribly. That Fellow has a 
, reac; Cut-chroat Countenance. | 


At o7, They are my vervants. 

Bert, I never ſaw *em betore. 

Avoot. What then ? 

B:-t Nay, be notangry, I'm ready. —Sure this Abbot cannot have 
'ke heart to murder one of his Brethren, when I am no hindrance to 


luis Preterment. 4/zde, My Lord! 

Abpct. What ſay you ; 

Bert, Is the Queen ready ? 

Abyvit, Bax hand. 

?-1t Sis Thomas is dev" liſh Jealous 3 you muſt keep out of fght till 
Pre iccurd him; ifhe feces us, TImundone. 

bot, Oh! tar not. ( Ex. Bert. with the Riuffans. 
; Tie Fools grown troublelom and dangerous, 
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Too izartul, roo inquiſitive to live. 
Therefore 
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Therefore Pve ſent him on this ſpeedy Errand, 
| hope his Curioſity will tempt him 
To taſte both Wine and Fruit ; all which are poyſon'd 
Beyond the reach of Art to remedy. 
'Tis not improbable but he may urge her 
Totoillow the Example of her Granum. 
Bur fay this Projed fails, what then muſt ſecond ? 
A Dagger muſt complete the erring Potion. 
Remov'd the mutt be, let come on't what will ; 
There is no middle Courſe in doing ill. 
Enter Queen and Attendant, 

Qucen. What, at a loſs, my Friend, my Oracle? 
Is this atime for thinking 2? 

Abbot, *T'was for your Service, Madam. 

n-_ I believe you, but cannot brook delay : 
My Rage boyls o'er, and:Nature's in aflame; 
Fierce as a Tygrels thathas loſt her Young, 
I-thirſt for the Purſuit of the Deſtroyer. 

Abbot. Your Guards mult ſtay behind, 

Queen. Why lo? *:{f 

Abbot. They are too nutnerous, and will breed ſuſpicion. 
Beſides, I have proviiied Hands enough, 
And nothing's wanting but your Royal Preſence 
To grace the Scene. 

Queen, Now, Roſamend, thy lait of Life isrun : 
Since thy Ambition levels atmy Crown, 
Swift as the firſt Uſurper thou ſhalt down, 
To Moiten Seas, and Lakes of Sulph*rous Fire, 
Whoſe Flames are reefs as thy own defire ; : 


cem always dying, but ſhait ne'er expire. [ Exeunt.” 
Scene, The Outsfide of the Bowr. 
> Enter Bertrard and Rufhans, 
Bert. Oh, yonder he is. What, ho! Sir Thomas ! [ Knocks, 


Sir Tho. (abpve.) "The Devii's in the Fellow: It a Man were not deat, 


here's noiſe enough to make him fo. | 
Bert. ?Tis I, your Friend. 
Sir Tho, Father Bertrard ? 


Bertr, Thelame. 

Sir Tho. What Wind drives you hither ? | 

Bert, A Meſiage from the King, and a Preſent for the I ady. | 

Sir Tho, Pmcoming, I'm conung. \ [| Deſcends. 

Berr. My Heart beats till ; I fweat with apprehenſion : I ſhould 
make but an ill Martyr tor Religion; and to die for thel; Lovers would 


be ten times ;nore terrible. 
Extey 


err — me 
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Enter Sir Thomas. 

Sr Tho. What have we here, ha ! I ſhould have thought a preſent 
of Jewels had been more proper than Wine ; but may be he thinks it fic 4 
ſhe ſhould be kept Maudlin till he return: In with your Luggage Friends. 

Bert. What, before you*? 

Sir Tho. This is no place for Ceremony, I take it therefore. 

Troop, CN armmmommmmmm i Ex. Bert. and Rum 
There muſt be ſomething more than ordinary in this, for he never 
mention'd a ſy!lable to me ; yet now 1 think on't, Lovers ar very apt 
to forget, and the poor Gentleman was in a ſtrange contuſion at pare- 
ing : Well Pll in and examine the whote. Ha! who comes yonder! 
the Queen! Gods Lite, there's Villany, I'll Houle preſently and-ſecure 
my Charge. | Re-ent er Ruft; and Stab him, 


Murder, Murder. 


Enter Queen and Abbot, 
Avbot, Drag him to yonder 'Thicket, Now, Madam, all is ſafe, and 
we may enter. (_Rugf. Drags of Sir Tho. Ex. Queen and Abbot. 


Enter King, ard Verulam Diſonw'd. 
Kirg. Pity me rather than condemn my traiity, 
And jpare the rigid cenſure I doterve 


I cannot reſt, fome Devils haunt my Soul : | 
When late laſt Night I-ſunk to my 6 18h, 
A dreadtul Viſion entertain'd my ſlumber ; [ 


Poor R:/amond methought was ail on hire, 
And as I ſtrove to quench tie raging object, 
The Queen threw Oyl on the expiring ilaimes, 
And mad? 'em blaze a-freih wich tercer fury 
Fery, *Tis but the reſtleſs paſſion oi your Tove. 
King. 1 ftarted from my Dream, and call'd. to hee, 
* Bad thce get Horſe, attend me tantiy, 
—— And thus unknown we?ve poſted ©. 9m Sorthammten; 
| Mettiinks we have Rid upon the -V1ad, na, VHeru.m, 
icarce could teel the ſpecd my Spurs created, 
And yet methoughts 'twas a ſow p-ce to 5.ure 
Vexu. It is not tit that I diſpute your will, 
Tho'.I could with, nay, do with all my Soul, — 


Tliis Ague fit of Love had never cis'd you; 
b- ior by it, you may loſe the bleis'd occaſion 
| Thar time e're ofter'd to furprize your Foes. 
Kirg. Tell me no more of Foes while ſhe's in dnger, 
? For, oh my Soul is Wedded to the Fair, 


-FY Whoſe Power is bound!efs as her Beauties Charms; 
| When I wou!d go, there's ſomething holds me back; 
| Even while I talk, my boding Heart, with more 
|| Than uſual fierceneſs, beats its time, 
q As it that Lite weie on the hurry, 
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Why this cold Dew, which flows from every Pore ? F- 
Why do I tremble thus ? 
Surely the Earth ſuffers the throws of Labour, 
} Andiſome ſtrange Birth ſtarts forth to view the World. 
©. Imagination gains upon you, Sir, | 
King. Ha! Ist not Blood ? 
By Heav'n a mighty Tract | Where is the ſource ? | 
Search ! find it out / Pm on the Rack ! [ They ſearch and drag in 
AmlIrto blame now, Verulam ? Sir Tho. Vaughan. 
Oh, ſpeak ! Where is my Soul ? my Love ? my Roſamond ? 
Sir Tho. 1 ſhall never recover. _ 
King. Say, 1s the living 2 Anſwer me quickly, 
It thou'dſt fave the King. 
Sir Tho, The Queen and Abbot 
King. The Devil. | 
Sir Tho. Ay, and his Dam too, they have maul'd me. 
King. Force open the. Doors. 
Ver, Impotlible ! the means are wanting, 
King. Would I have an{werd 1o to Verulam ? 
To thy Reliet I would have added Wings. 
Would I had Men, not Walls, to Combat with ! 
With my keen Sword I'd hew a paſſagethrough! 


\ Spighr of all oppoſition force my way, 
[ And from the Harpies Talons ſnatch the Prey. [ Bx. K. and Veru 
Sir Tho. Gently, gently, good Gentlemen, I ſhall reach my Journic 


end ſoon enough. If the King does force in, and my Lite keeps m 

Dompany ſo long, I wouid fain ſee my felf Reveng'd on this Damn'c 
c. 

. Gent, Will younot be drefs'd, Sir, .you may recover ? 

Sir Tho, No, Pm paſt the Cure of a Salve-dauber, would I had 
the Grace tc ask Pardon for my Sins : But I have pur off my Repen- 
tance as I us'd to do my Bus'nels, till the laft hour, and now I'm hur: 
ried to the Devil at a moments warning Softly, good Sirs, fottly. [ Ex 


SCENE, the Bower. 
Enter Roſamond and Bertrard. 


Ryſa. You have remov'd the Miſt of my Offences, 
Which, like a Cloud, aſcended up to Heav'n, 
And hinder'd all my Prayers from being heard. 
How willinglv could I relinquiſh Lite / 
Pare with tiiis wretched Being |! and tor ever, 
Within the Earti1'scold Womb, contented lye ? 
« B-rt. Have you a mind to deliroy- your ſelf? Go to, youre to 
blame ; by my Order you are. What ! poi: that p:iity face with 
whimpeiing, and crying, ior 2 littic Abſence ? 
Ryja, | am miſciabie. Father ! A jolt Cicature ! 
For ail the coguort ol my Lite is gone ! 


AS Henry [ he ky econd, 
The Sun has left the Horizon, and I, | 
Like thoſe who live under the Frozen Pole, 
Am now all Darknefs, Horror and Contufion. | 
Bert. Hell return, I warrant thee, ſpeedily 5 he can't live without 
you. Yowre the Apple of his Eye, the Joy of his Heart, the Lamp 
of his Life, and he'll bring Oil to teed it, I'm! certain If the 
Quzeen ſhould bolt upon us, while ſhe's in this humour, *wou'd ſcare 
her out of her Wits ; there's no petfwading her to Reafon : ll ſee 
what a Comtortable Dram wiil do. Why, Madam! Madam ! you 
have forgot what the King ſent, he torelaw there would be occalion, 
and, like a prudent Man, p:ovided againft a Rainy Seaſon; ſee. how 
it ſparkles. *cis as bright as your Eyes: | Opens a Flask of Wine and fills, 
As red as your Tips. Now cannot I forbcar His Majeſties Health : 


\ 


May he live tor ever. [ Drinike. 

Ra, Heav®nlay, Amen, 

Bert. *Ylhas an odd fort of a Farewel-——I can'c| imagine what 
growth this Grape is of "tis not Burgimdy. Gad ſhall ſave me, it 


warms one {trangely; ſuch a twanglT have not met with: I muſt cover 
His Majcſties Health with your Ladithips. Come, bleſs both ! blefs 
both ! | Drinks, 
Enter Queen and Abbot. 
uen. What ſtately Rooms! what glorious Apartments ! 

How Furniſd | how Adorn'd! Theſe ſhew a Grandeur, 
Fit for the Empreſs of the Univerſe. 

Abbot. Love always ſerves his. Minions at this Rate, 
And 'tis her turn to be aſcendant now. 

een. Not, and I live, my mott Officious Sir. 

Roſa. The Queen: 

Bert. Ha! how terrible the looks. 

Crcen. An unexpected V titorit feems. 

Roſa. Where is my Guardian 2 Where my Servants ? 

Abbet. They're gone before to Uſher you the way. 

Roſa. T am BPetray'd ! Undone ! 

Queen, Thou art, indeed, 
Thy Guilt arraigns thee, and thy Conſcience has 
Pronounc'd againſt thy fclt the fatal Sentence : 
Here all thy Glories mingie with the Dniff, 

Bert, Oh Lord ! what will become of us, ſhe's got into one of her 
mad Fits again 2 P'm ruin'd / A loſt Man ! : 

Roſa. What means my {Queen ? | 

een. No, you miltake, I am the Slave,” you are the Queen, 

For all of Majeftty, of Power, and Pomp, 
Are Center'd by my Lord, the King, in you ; 
I fervilely attend your leiſure hours, | 
And hambly wait upon his idle pleaſures. 
Bert, Here will be Murder ; I'm in a Sweat already. 


Abvor, Peace, Fool. 
Bert, 
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King of England. A9 
Bert. Peace Fool ! Where &t? here's no likelihood of Peace z hero: T 
nothing but Fire and Tow, ate I burn Already. 1% 
Roſa. Will you but hear me? 
Queen, Ne, 'tis in vain, thy bourids of Life are let ; 
Thou dyeſt Ulſurpe 
Reſa. Yer ſtay, ould Word before you ſtrike the blow. 
Abbot, She is 4 fitto live, therefore diſpatch : 
Striks home, and while the's ſtudying'tor a Lye, - 


L ct herfink quick to Hell and tell & there. A noiſe w:ithire. 
Emer Ruffin. 


Ruff. The King, 
ween. Ha! where ? 
. Ruff, Is upon Entrance. 

Abbot. Has miſchief plaid the Jilt 2 

a Oh luckly Minute! 

Bert, Welcom, dear King z but I burn confounded! y. 

Queer, Thou ſhalt not {c ape. 

R:ſa. You will not Murder me! 

een. Hadſt thou ten thonſand Lives, here they ſhould end. 
"Abbot. We tnifle time away. 
Outer. Toler thee fee T yer am Charitalye, 
And would not kili but on Neceflity, 
Here, take thy choice, Drink this, and linger ont 
A moments ſpace. 
Roſa. Yet Mercy : | Kineels. 
ueeu, Here's all I have. { Offers to Stab yer, 

Roſa. Oh, hold! Give me the Cup ! The Dagger gives 
Immediate Death, and | ſhall perijh er 1 ſe the Ig 

Abbot. What, will you ſpare her ? [ Noi/e louder. 

Queen. No — Drink or 

' Roſa. I do. Thus I ſubmit, and Drink the Bane of Life z3 _. 
The Baneof Love. Oh Henry ! thus I fall thy Sacrifice. [ Drinks. 

Bert, What ! Do I ee the ſame Wine | drank 2 Oh! My Boweb! 

Queen. Riſe, ' Ro/amond. 

Rofa. Only to fall again? No, I am down for cyer, 

Bert. Is the Wine Poyſon'd, no help 

Abbot. None ; you mult be aſting, Fall to your Prayers. | 

Bert.  Fve noweof my Beads: Oh / I'm gone ! Pm dying ! Pm adead|! 

Abbot, T cad the Fool out ; let not his noiſe diſturb us. 

Bert, Oh, Gentlemea, what will become of my Soul 2 What m_ 
become of my Soul ? Take notice, Friends, that I dye in doubt : 
dyein doubt ! for I don't know where Pm going... 

Heres [ Ruffians lead out Bertrard- 
Enter King, Verulam, and Guards, 
King, Am 1 then come too late? And is m Rok, 
My lovely Roſe, torn ſhort from off the Stalk? - 
— up my Love, and blzts me with thy Eyes; 
Ms IH Oh, 


5.0 Henry the Seeond, 


Oh, gaze .upon- me while theic luſtre laſt, | 
And when they cloſe,. I'll fink in darkneſs with.'em. 
Roſa. 1 do, I mult while ] have any being ;- 
Pur, *Oh, the date is ſhort, yer Lam bleft : 

That I expire within your Royal Arms. 

King, Open the ſnowy Maniion of thy Breaſts, 
Where Natures everlaſting matchleſs ſweers' 
Shoot forth, to ble's the ſence-thar can approach ?%em.. 

Oh, ſhew me where the blceding fluces are, . 
That I may |picce-meal tear my trembling Fteſh, 
'To ſtop thy flowing Life. 
Roſa, T have no wounds. | 
King. Why then doſt thou talk of dying ? 
Why itretch my Soul upon the Rack of Tortures ?- 
Queen. Oh, moſt deteſted fight ; 
| Curſe on my Hand that ſpar'd the Object 
__ Which ſo much torments me. 
; K "E Heip me to rear her. 
as 


| Roſa, Oh, It I ſtir I die, my Dear; Dear Henry. 

King. What ? 

Refa. Fm Poilon'd ; Let me embrace you for the time 

| [ ſtay, and breath my Soul out here, for 'tis on.wing. | 
=: Xing. Some run with ſpeed, and call afliitance ticher, xs 

My Crown to him that faves her. . 


Enter Sir Thomas, kin. 


| 

Sir The. Thank. you Gentlemen for your good company hither, I. 
un travalling ; the Abbot, that Spiritual Guide, has given me a wrong- 
Pak, a Pox on him. 
| Abbot. While Fate is buſie, I will ſhift the place, 
= | It: grows too hot for me. ; 
Vers. Your Pardon Sir, {| As the Abbit is going, Verulam ffops hin. 
We mult not part yet. | 

Sir Tho. No, hold him good Verulam; let- not the Layety be ever 
; the fafferers; let the Church have her ſhare of chis miſciief? that ſhe. 
! may not laugh at us always. 
E- Abbot. An Ax, a Gibbet, or a Wheel ; Oh, ſcandal of my. Tribe, 
; to be thus caught. 
: Ro/a, Have { your hand? | 
? King. Why, dolt thou queſtion it ?. : F 

Roſa. A ſudden mitt intrudes upon my ſight, 
My Limbs grow numb; I dhiver with' the cold, 
Cold touch of Death ; Oh; help me, claſp me hazd:; 

' A. tall lean ſhade is plucking me away.: 
q* 1 muſt along with bim. 


King. Oh, dreadtul. found ! 


King of England. 51 
Roſa. Remember me a little amidſt your Joys hereafter, | 
Indeed Pl! think on you ; Oh, in my Grave, when you 
Expire, be laid ; I'll keep it warm againſt your coming. 
Fm very ſick—— my pain's exceeding great—— 
But yet I love, bclieve me that I love, Farewell [ Dies. 
King. Oh, one word more, my Roſamond, one more, 
She's gone, the Becuteous frame's diflolv'd, « 
Life is go more ; And what is Life without her? 
Now for Me4«{a*s Head to work a change, 
Thar I might grow a Statue by her ſide, 
And be each others Monument tor ever. 
VYeru. My Royal Lord, 
King.. V Vhat wondrous ſweetneſs dwells upon her Lips ? 
Tho? Death has Raviſh'd hence the blooming Roſe, : 
The Lillies ſpring afreſh — bur a pale yellow 
Steals upon their Beauty, and, with the Setting-Sun, 
They feem to wither. | 
Vers, Sir, | In; 
King. Oh, Yerulam, behold ! how Natare ſtruggles, 
The Re? «gain ſeems to aſſume her Cheeks, 
And D. ih's unwilling to pertorm his Office, 
) He's ſtept to Heav'n to beg her a Reprieve: 


Life, like a Lambenct Glory, Dances round her, 

And waits tos freſly admittance. 

Vers. Will you not hear me Sir?. -. | 
King, The Gods were deaf to-me when F complain'd, 
And I will now be fo to all the World, | 
Queen. May | not ſpeak? 
King. And juſtify the Murder: Hence, begone. 
ween. No; as.an expiation for the fact, 
Here take my Life, but ſpare my Children. 
Kirg. Ha! what ſay you 2 | 
Queen. Our ealie Natures were umnpos'd upon, 

Abuſed by yonder. Villains ſophiſtry ; 

Had he ne're blown the Embers of Sufpition, 

That you. mens to Ruin them and me, 

Theſe Hands had ne*re been ſtain'd with Blood. 
King. Speak Fury, What could urge thee to this deed? 
Abait. Remember Becker. and then {bake with horror. 
King. Away with him to death, 

Abbot. Thou dart not kill me Henry ; 

Too much o'th* Churches Blood hangs on thy Head : 

If thou.cak'ſt mine tis muluplying _Viuuder. 

King. Thou ſhals not live, tho' I app-al unto his Holineſs. 

Sir 7ho, That's asking my Feliuw if Im a Thict. —— 
There's Juſtice cheaper for you ; | Stavs the Abbot, who falls, 
Sink Puipit-Furniture. 

þ- Abbot 4 » 
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It will ſome pleaſure tomy wrongs appear, 


Henry the Second, 
Abbot. 'Tis done, and all your torturing Projeds' are prevetiterd - 
But Monarch, here I Prophefie thy Rui j To Becket's Sheino be 
mult a Pilgrim go, the Church has vo di it; ſhun it if thou Fwy ; 
And nexc thy Son; Thy Son ſhall wear thy Crown in thy own Lite ( 
kime. Becket, thy Hand, and Guide me, forI'm coming. 

King. Can Wickediiefs, like thine, e'r hope for Heav'n ? 

; Abbot. No matter what 1 hopetor, this I know, | 
Thy ) Phghes on Earth will equal mine below. | Dyes. 

Sir Tho, So, here's a Temporal Pimp by a —_— Knave, and 
how to get to ) Heavn without him will be hard. 

Ver, Poor Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho, As rich as I was Born, the Ear th has her own aan and 41 
owe the World nothing. Dyes. 

King, Behold what thou haft done, nenhinki ing Woman : 
Thou wretched Inſtrument to yonder Villain ' 
Prichee begone, leſt that my trembling Hand 
Ruſh on a Deed unworthy of my ſelt. 

wee. 1 go, and if thy Rage will baniſh me for ever, 


As I muſt ne*r have thee, thou canit not her. [ Ex. Queen, 
King. Oh, Ro{amond ! 


What Wonders would I do to purchaſe thee again ! | , 
: , 


Ver. Take Comtort, Sir, ſince the is paſt reſtoring : 
Let War, andthoughts of Conqueſt, drive her from you.. 
Your Country wants you, and your Honour calls, 

If yowd do ſomething to Revenge her loſs, 
Now is the time; your Son invites youto't. 

We'll raiſe a Funeral Pile of Norman Rebels, 
And burn *em to the memory of her. 

King. I thank thee, Yerulam, thou haſt awak'd me ; 

Lers haſten to Erect that Monument. 
Oh R:{amnd' thou ſhalt be Nobly follow'd; 
Ot my own Bowels I will make Artonement ! 
And my Cu->d Queen ſhall find her Rage outdone, 
For Ill Revenge thy loſs upon her Son. 
| Ex. 
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